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INTRODUCTION 


This is Lewis Carroll's "very own book": stories, poems, 
pictures — all are his own invention. When long ago we 
youngsters read A lies in Wonderland, it was in the 
belief that the story was his, but the pictures were the 
invention of his friend, that rare artist, Tenniel. It 
was not until much later years that the L,ewts Carroll 
Picture Book, and the facsimile of the story of Alice, as 
he wrote it out in his dear handwntmg and illustrated it 
with his own hand, showed us what a double magician he 
was with pen and pencil. Then we who had been Alice's 
boy and girl lovers learnt that the first pictures to give 
her that wondering, pretty, puzzled face, were of Lewis 
Carroll's invention too. From them Tenniel went on 
to draw those other pictures that seemed the perfect 
accompaniment of Alice's Adventures. But let us give 
to Lewis Carroll the credit for the droll humour of his 
pencil, which could add just the one touch needed to 
make Alice real to our iimocent eyes. 

His magic powers did not end there, for he was a great 
scholar too. He was a master of the science of numbers 
and a deep mathematician, who could turn himself mto a 
fairy without quite knowing how it happened. He had 
the fairy-power that can make a boat out of a shop, a 
bundle of rushes out of a few knittmg-pins, and fish up a 
country full of wonders out of a rabbit-hole. Give him 
a book of Euclid and it liecame a book bewitched; a 
set of chessmen, and they began to walk about and talk 
sense and nonsense, just like real people. 

Even Lewis Carroll himself was half the time someone 
else. That " someone else " was an Oxford don called 
Dodgson — Charles Lutwidge Dodgsem. He was bom in 
183Z on a glebe-farm near Baresbury, in a country where 
there are plenty of oaks. {Dar, you know, is the Welsh 
word for oak-trees.) His father was a parson, and his 
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great-grandfather was the Bishop of Rlphin (another 
fairy-tale name). 

An island farm, *mid seas of com. 

Swayed by the wandering breath of morn — 

The happy spot where I was bom. 

So he once described his birthplace. 

When the boy was ten or eleven years old his father was 
made Rector of Croft, in the northern boirders of York- 
shire. Thence he was sent to school like any other boy 
He had already written puppet-plays for a toy-theatre at 
the Rectory; for the school magazine he wrote his first 
story. The Unknown One, about which we know nothing 
The next step carried him to Rugby, which recalls Tom 
Brownes Schooldays. He was not very happy there. Mean- 
while his love of fun was bound to give him holiday ideas. 
One was a comic maga2dne — The Rectory Umbrella — ^which 
had articles and verses with a touch in them of the Lewis 
Carroll we know; and some queer caricatures of pictures 
One, called '*The First Earring,*' displayed an irate school- 
master and a howlmg schoolboy whom he has seized by 
the ear. A melancholy cat is arching its back, drenched 
with ink, in one comer, and the artist explains how a 
boy named Bill Tompkins bet another boy sixpence he 
wouldn't pour a bottle of ink over the doctor's cat. He 
dtd, but he was caught in the act — Bill's only remark as 
he paid the sixpence was, 'T say, didn't you just howl 
jolly?" 

From Rugby Charles went on to Christ Church, Oxford. 
There his skill in mathematics won him First Class Honours. 
He worked very hard for " Greats " too, but with less success 
He took his B.A., his M.A. followed, and when he was 
twenty-three he was already a private "coach" and a 
college lecturer. He became 'also editor of a magazine. 
College Rhymes, and some of his verses were printed in a 
London paper. The Comte Ttmes, 

This brings us on to the time when Alice* s Adventures 
first came into his head. One July afternoon he set out 
from Oxford with three girl-friends on a boating party. 
"I made an expedition," he wrote, "up the nver to 
Godstow with the three Liddells: we had tea on the bank 
there, and did not reach Christ Church till half-past eight." 
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Alice was the second sister, and she has told us 
how the story began. The sun was so hot, that they 
landed upon the meadows, to sit under the shade of a 
hayrick. '^Tell us a story," said the three. "So began 
the ever-delightful tale." ^metimes the tale-teller would 
stop suddenly to tease his listeners, or because he was 
tired, and say, "And that's all till next time." But 
after a pause, and some persuasion, he would go on again. 
He continued the story on other days, and sometimes, "in 
the midst of a thrilling adventure," he would pretend to 
fall asleep, to the dismay of his audience. 

The first name he gave the story was " AJice's Adventures 
Underground." He wrote it out in a dear print-like hand, 
and drew his own pictures for it as you have heard. He 
made sundry changes in the story later on, but not many. 
The curly mouse's-tail, for instance, was about the same 
length in the first draft, but not quite the same in detail 
(as his own turn for punning allows us to say). For 
original corkscrew as it appeared in his early draft, 
see page nine. 

There are other difierences in the two versions. The 
first one is shorter by half; but at the end there is a vision 
of a boat and Alice in it, worth keepmg although not in 
the later story: 

She saw an ancient city, and a quiet river winding near it along 
the plain, and up the stream went slowly gltdtng a boat with a 
merry party of children on board — she could hear their voices and 
laughter Itke music over the water— and among them was another 
Utile Alice, who sat listening unth bright eager eyes to a tale that 
was being told, and she hstened for the words of the tale, and lo ! 
it was the dream of her own Utile sister. So the boat wound slowly 
along, beneath the brtght summer-day, with its merry crew and its 
music of voices and laughter. Ml tt passed round one of the many 
turnings of the stream, and she saw it no more. 

Aliceas Adventures in Wonderland was a title he only 
found after some trouble. "Alice's Hour in Hlfland " 
was one of the titles he thought of. No doubt m die 
end his choice of "Wonderland" was the best he could 
have made. His readers afterwards shortened the title 
to Ahce tn Wonderland, which now sounds as proverbial 
as Goody Two Shoes. 

It was in July 1865, which seems a long time ago now. 
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that Alice in Wonderland appeared. The pictures were 
aot well printed in the first edition, and most of the copies 
were withdrawn. But the next turned out perfectly 
charming to look upon, and was at once a success. 
Children were delighted, and grown-ups so charmed by 
the topsy-turvy humour that, like Father William, they 
took to turning somersaults backward into their own 
childhood. One of the best things said about it was that 
*'while Alice had added a new country to the world, the 
journey there cost next to nothing." 

But the author, pleased as he was, still wished to keep up 
his disguise. So Mr, Dodgson, as he was in real life, did 
not care to admit he had written the book. When one 
day a lady said to him he must be the author, he laughed, 
looked astonished, and replied, "My dear madam, my 
name is Dodgson and Alice*s Adventures was written by 
Lewis Carroll." 

All the while his labours in mathematics went on as 
tutor and as author, which meant hard work, real hard 
thinking too. But he could not resist occasionally bringing 
his fun into the lecture-room. In one of the little brown 
books which he printed at Oxford from time to time. The 
Dynarmcs of a Tarti-^cle, he has a most droll idyllic preface : 

It was a lovely Autumn evening, and the glorious effects of 
chromatic aberration were beginmng to show themselves in the 
atmosphere as the earth revolved away from the great western 
luminary, when two lines might have been observcni wending 
their weary way across a plane superficies. The elder of the 
two had by long practice acquired the art, so painful to young and 
impulsive loci, of lying evenly between the extreme points; but 
the younger, in her girlish impetuosity, was ever longing to 
diverge and become an hyperbola or some such romantic and 
boundless curve. They had lived and loved : fate and the 
intervening superficies had hitherto kept them asunder, but this 
was no longer to be: a hne had intersected them, making the two 
interior angles together less than two right angles. It was a moment 
never to be forgotten, and, as they journeyed on, a whisper 
thrilled along the superficies in isochronous waves of sound, 
Yes I we shall at length meet if contiziually produced 1 " (Jacobi's 
Course of Mat hemattcs, chap, i). 

I imagine Jacobi's book was only a blind, for the original 
German work is a very heavy learned treatise, with a 
ponderous royal preface to match. In another work. 



XU 


INTRODUCTION 


Symbolic Logic, Lrcwis Carroirs humour is lurking in page 
after page. Among the ''Syllogisms to be Examined" at 
the end, occur the following choice examples: 

No fossil can be crossed in love; 

An oyster may be crossed in love. 

Oysters are not fossils. 

A prudent man shuns hyasnas; 

No banker is imprudent. 

No banker fails to shun hyaenas. 

All wasps are unfriendly; 

No puppies are unfriendly. 

Puppies are not wasps. 

Alice Through the Looktng-Glass was written some years 
after the wonderland story. When it appeared in 1871 
the ballad of " Jabberwocky'* became a prime favourite at 
once. One lady indeed was so excited about it, that she 
wrote to a weekly paper to say it was a translation from 
the German ! That in turn led a learned dean to send 
a jesting letter to Lewis Carroll, to ask if the Saga of 
Jabberwocky was not "one of the universal heirlooms 
which the Aryan race at its dispersion carried with it from 
the great cradle of the family ? " He ended by predicting 
that the hero would turn out to be a Sun God, and the 
Tumtum tree the great Ash Ygdrasil of the Norse mytho- 
logy In the end Lewis Carroll himself translated " Jabber- 
wocky" into high-low German, and a Cambridge scholar, 
Mr. Vansittart, turned it mto dog-Latin. Here is the 
first verse: 

Coesper ^ erat : tunc lubnciles ® ultra via circum 
Urgebant gyros gimbiculosque tophi, 

Moestenm visae borogovides ire meatu ; 

Et profugi gemitus exgrabu^re rathse 

Of the other books by Lewis Carroll contained in this 
volume. The Htinttng of the Srtdrh is the best known, "-An 
Agony in Eight Fits" was the sub-title. Its beginning 
was the line. 

For the Snark was a Boojum, you see. 

The poem puzzled many people, who wanted to know its 
^ Ccesper from coena and vesper, 

* Lubrtctles, from lubrtcus and graciles. 
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real meaning. But the writer, when asked about it, always 
said it had none. One reader declared it was an allegory of 
the search for happiness, whereupon Lewis Carroll wrote 
to a friend in America, "This fits in beautifully in many 
ways," particularly the part about the bathing-machines. 
"For when people are tired of town and weary of life, they 
rush ofi to the sea-side, to see what bathing-machines will 
do for them/* 

A few words more maybe added about-^4 hce %n Wonderland^ 
to tell by what a lucky chance, a small boy's delight in 
the story, it came to be given to the world. When the 
author wrote it, he did not know how exquisite a thing 
he had invented, and did not think it worth publishing. 
It was his friend, George MacDonald, author of Phantasies 
and many imaginative fairy-tales, who advised him to 
have It printed: and this is how it came about. George 
MacDonald's eldest boy, Greville, then only five or six 
years old, long afterwards when grown up recalled the 
circumstances : 

My little brothers and sisters and I (he said) used to 
climb into Lewis CarroU's arms or on to his knees as he 
lounged in a big chair, for him to tell us his quaint, delicious 
stories He would draw charmingly ridiculous pictures too to 
illustrate them, and some of these I have still in my ragged old 
scrap-book It was because I shouted so loud and clapped my 
fat hands so madly over Al%ce*s Adventures tn Wonderland, 
when my mother read it to us from the author's manuscript, 
that he first thought of publishing it Was I not a good critic 
at six years old ? 

How pleased Lewis Carroll would have been could he have 
known then that one of his earliest hearers would become 
a delightful tale-teller too, author of BrlLy Barmcoat, Count 
B%lly, and other story-books. 

K. R. 


Lewis Carroll (Ckarles Lutwidge Dodgson). Bom at Daresbury, 
near Warrington, 27 January, 1832. School at Richmond, Yorkshire, 
1844. Entered Rugby, 1846. Matriculated at Christ Church, Oxford, 
23 May, 1850, and entered into residence 24 January, 1851. Wotmg 
for Oom%c Ttfnes, Won Boulter Scholarship in first year. Graduated 
B.A., 1S54. Mathematical lecturer, 1855-81. Writing verse m 

Edmund Yates’s paper. The Tratn, 1856. Residing at Oxford, where 
he remained nearly all his life; Syllabus of Plane Algebraical Geometry, 
x86o. “Formulae of Plane Trigonometry, 1861. Ordained deacon. 
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ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN 
WONDERLAND 

(PTt/i lUustrahons by the Author) 



Axjl, in *tJ^e gfolden a:ft:emoon 
Full leisurely we glide; 

For l>oth. our oars, witti little sldll. 

By little arms are plied, 

Wlxile little liands malce vaitx pretence 
Onr wanderings to guide. 

All, cruel Xliree I In sucti an liour 
Beneatli sucli dreamy weatlier, 

To l>eg a tale of breatJa too wealc 
To stir tlie tiniest featlier! 

Yet wliat can one pK>or voice avail 
Against thuree tongues together? 

Imperious Frima daslies fortlx 

Her edict to begin it 

In gentler tone Secunda bopes 

Tbere will be nonsense m it ! ** 

Wbile Xertia interrupts tbe tale 
[NTot tban once a minute. 

Anon, to sudden silence won^^ 

In fancy tbey pursue 
Xlie dream-chnld moving thirougb. a lanid 
Of wonders wild and new. 

In friendly cbat withi bird or beast— 

And ixalf believe it true. 

And ever, as tbe story drained 
Xbe wells of fancy dry, 

Ajud fa-intly strove tlxat weary one 
Xo put tbe subject by, 

"Tbe rest next tirne It %s next time I' 

Xbe bappy voices cry. 

Xbus gprew tbe tale of Wonderland : 

Xbus slowly, one by one. 

Its q[uain t events were bammeired out 

And now tbe tale is done. 

And borne we steer, a merry crew, 

Beneatb tbe setting sun. 

Alice 1 a childisb story tabe. 

And witb a gentle band 
Hay it wbere Cbildbood's dreams are twined 
In Memory's mystic band, 

Hibe pilgrim's wither'd wreatb of flowers 
Fluclc'd in a far-ofl land. 



CHAPTER I 

DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE 

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by bcsr 
sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once 
or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was 
reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, 
"and what is the use 
of a book,” thought 
Alice , “without pictures 
or conversations ? ” 

So she was consider- 
ing in her own mind 
(as well as she could, 
for the hot day made 
her feel very sleepy 
and stupid) whether , 
the pleasure of making 
a daisy-chain would 
be worth the trouble of getting up and picl^g the 
daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes 
ran close by her. 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor 
did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear 
the ’Rabbit say to itself, "Oh dear I Oh dear 1 I shall 
be too latel” (when she thought it over afterwards, it 
occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at 
this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but 
when the Rabbit actually tooh a watch out of its waist- 
coat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice 
started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that 
she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waist- 
coat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and bjuming 
with curiosity, she ran across the field after it. and 
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fortunately was just in time to see it pop down a large 
rabbit-hole under the hedge. 

In another moment down went Alice after it. never 
once considering how in the world she was to get out 
again. 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for 
some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly 
that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping 
herself before she found herself falling down a very 
deep well 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, 
for she had plenty of time as she went down to look 
about her, and to wonder what was going to happen 
next. First, she tried to look down and make out 
what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see 
an5rthing: then she looked at the sides of the w'ell, and 
noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book- 
shelves ; here and there she saw maps and pictures 
hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the 
shelves as she passed, it was labelled “orange mar- 
malade,” but to her great disappointment it was 
empty; she did not like to drop the jar for fear of 
killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of 
the cupboards as she fell past it. 

“Well'” thought Alice to herself. “After such a 
fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down 
stairs ! How brave they'll all think me at homel Why, 
I wouldn't say anything about it, even if I fell off the 
top of the house!” (Which was very likely true.) 

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to 
an end? "I wonder how many miles I've fallen by 
this time?” she said aloud. “I must be getting some- 
where near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that 
would be four thousand miles down, I think — ” (for, 
you see, Alice had leeimt several things of this sort in 
her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not 
a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, 
as there was no one to listen to her, still it was good 
practice to say it over) “ — yes, that's about the right 
distance — ^but then I wonder what T.atitnft#» r\r- t 
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tude I've got to?” (Alice had no idea what Latitude 
was, or Longitude either, but thought they were nice 
grand words to say.) 

Presently she began again. "I wonder if I shall 
fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to 
come out among the people that walk with their heads 
downwards! The Antipathies, I think — ” (she was 
rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it 
didn't soimd at all the right word) ” — but I shall have 
to ask them what the name of the coimtry is, you know. 
Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand or Australia? ” 
(and she tried to curtsey as she spoke — fancy curtseying 
as you're falling through the air! Do you think you 
could manage it?) “And what an ignorant little girl 
she'll think me! No, it'll never do to ask; perhaps 
I shall see it written up somewhere.” 

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, 
so Alice soon began talking again. “Dinah’U miss me 
very much to-night, I should think!” (Dinah w'as the 
cat.) “I hop>e they’ll remember her saucer of milk at 
tea-time. Dinah, my dear, I wish you were down 
here with me! There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, 
but you might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, 
you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And 
here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went on 
saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, “Do cats 
eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and sometimes, "Do 
bats eat cats?” for, you see, as she couldn't answer 
either question, it didn’t much matter which way she 
put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just 
begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand 
with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, “Now, 
Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?” 
when suddenly, thump thump! down she came upon a 
heap of dry leaves, and the fall was over. 

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to 
her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all 
dark overhead; before her was another long passage, 
and the White Rabbit was stiU in sight, hurrying down 
it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went 
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Alice like the wind, and was jtist in time to hear it 
say, as it turned a comer, “Oh my ears and whiskers, 
how late it's getting!’* She was close behind it when 
she turned the comer, but the Rabbit was no longer 
to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which 
was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the roof. 

There were doors all round the hall, but they were 
all locked: and when Alice had been all the way down 

one side and up the other, 
trying every door, she 
w^ked sadly down the 
middle, wondering how she 
was ever to get out again. 

Suddenly she came upon 
a little three-legged table, 
all made of solid glass; there 
was nothing on it except a 
tiny golden key, and Alice's 
first thought was that it 
might belong to one of the 
doors of the hall; but, alas! 
either the locks were too 
large, or the key was too 
small, but at any rate it 
would not open any of them. However, the second 
time round, she came upon a low curtain she had not 
noticed before, and behind it was a little door about 
fifteen inches high: she tried the little golden key in 
the lock, and to her great delight it fitted! 

Alice opened the door and fotmd that it led into a 
small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole; she 
knelt down and looked along the passage into the 
loveliest garden ^u ever saw. How she longed to get 
out of that dark^aU, and wander about among those 
beds of bright flowers and those cool fotmtains, but 
^e could not even get her head through the doorway; 
“and even if my head would go through," thought 
poGt Alice, "it would be of very little use without my 
shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a 
telescope 1 I t t ii nk I could, if I only knew how to 
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begin.** For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things 
had happened lately, that Alice had begun to thii^ 
that very few things indeed were really impossible. 

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little 
door, so she went back to the table, half hoping she 
might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of 
rules for shutting people up like telescopes: this time 
she foimd a little bottle on it ("which certainly was 
not here before,** said Alice), and round its neck a 
pap>er label, with the words ‘‘duink me** beautifully 
printed on it in large letters. 

It was all very well to say "Drink me,'* but the 
wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. 
"No, I'll look first," she said, "and see whether it*s 
marked ‘poison’ or not"; for she had read several 
nice little histories about children who had got burnt, 
and eaten up by wild beasts, and many other impleasant 
things, all because they would not remember the simple 
rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a 
red-hot poker will bum you if you hold it too long; 
and that, if you cut your finger very deeply with a 
knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten 
that, if you drink much from a bottle marked " poison,** 
it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later. 

However, this bottle was not marked "poison,” so 
Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very nice (it 
had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, 
custard, pine - apple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot 
buttered toast) , she very soon finished it off. 

"What a curious feeling!” said Alice. "I must be 
Cutting up like a telescope.” 


And so it was indeed: ^e was now only ten inches 
high, and her face brightened up at the thought that 
she was now the right size for going through the little 
door into that lovely garden. First, however, she 
waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to 
shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; 
"for it might end, you know,** said Alice, "in my 
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going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what 
I should be hke then?” And she tried to fancy what 
the flame of a candle is like after it is blown out, for 
she could not remember ever having seen such a thing. 

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, 
she decided on going into the garden at once; but, alas 
for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found 
she had forgotten the little golden key, and when she 
went back to the table for it, she found she could not 
possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through 
the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the 
table-legs, but it was too slippery; and when she had 
tired herself out with tr5n.ng, the poor little thing sat 
down and cried. 

“Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” said 
Alice to herself, rather sharply. “I advise you to leave 

off this minute I ” She 
generally gave herself 
very good advice 
(though she very 
seldom followed it), 
and sometimes she 
scolded herself so 
severely as to bring 
tears into her eyes; 
and once she remem- 
bered tr5dng to box 
her own ears for 
having cheated herself in a game of croquet she was 
playing against herself, for this curious child was very 
fond of pretending to be two people. “But it’s no 
use now,” thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two 
people! Why, there’s hardly enough of me left to 
make ona respectable person!” 

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was l5dng 
under the table: she opened it, and found in it a very 
small cake, on which the words “ eat me ” were beauti- 
fy marked in currants. " Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, 
'and if it makes me larger, I can reach the key; and if 
it makes me smaller, I can creep under the door; so 
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either way I’ll get into the garden, and I 
don’t care which happens!” 

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously 
to herself, “Which way? Which way?” 
holding her hand on the top of her head 
to feel which way it was growing, and she 
was quite surprised to find that she re- 
mained the same size : to be sure, this 
generally happens wheiy one eats cake, but 
Alice had got so much into the way of ex- 
pecting nothing but out-of-the-way things 
to happen, that it seemed quite dull and 
stupid for life to go on in the common way. 

So she set to work, and very soon finished 
off the cake. 


CHAPTER II 

POOL OF TEARS 

“CuRiousER and curiouserl” cried Alice 
(she was so much surprised, that for the 
moment she quite forgot how to speak 
good English); "now I'm opening out like 
the largest telescope that ever was! Good- 
bye, feet 1 ” (for when she looked down at 
her feet, they seemed to be almost out of 
sight, they were getting so far off) , " Oh, 

my poor httle feet, I wonder who will put 
on your shoes and stockings for you now, 
dears? I’m sure I shan’t be able! I shall 
be a great deal too far off to trouble myself 
about you; you must manage the best way 
you can — but I must be kind to them,” 
thought Alice, "or perhaps they won’t 
w'alk the way I want to go I Let me see : 
I'll give them a new pair of boots every 
Christmas.” 

And she went on planning to herself how 
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she would manage it. “ They must go by the carrier," she 
thought; "and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to 
one’s own feet 1 And how odd the directions wall look ! 

Alice’s Rigbt Foot, Hsq. 

Hearthrug, 

near the Fender, 

(with Ahce’s love). 


Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!’’ 

Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: 
in fact she was now more than nine feet high, and she at 
once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the 
garden door. 

Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, l 3 dng 
down on one side, to look through into the garden with 
one eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: 
she sat down and began to cry again. 

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself,’’ said Alice, 
"a great girl like you,’’ (she might well say this), "to 
go on crying in this way! Stop this moment, I teU 
you ! ’’ But she went on all the same, shedding gallons 
of tears, until there was a large pool aU round her, about 
four inches deep and reaching half down the hall. 

After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in 
the distance, and she hastily dried her eyes to see 
what was coming. It was the White Rabbit returning. 



splendidly dressed, 
with a pair of white 
kid gloves in one 
hand and a large 
fan in the other: 
he came trotting 
along in a great 
hurry muttering to 
himself as he came, 
“ Oh ! the Duchess, 
the Duchess! Oh! 
won ’t she be savage 
if I’ve kept her 
waiting!" Alice 
felt so desperate 
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that she was ready to ask help of anyone; so, when 
the Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid 

voice, “If you please, sir The Rabbit started 

violently, dropped the white kid gloves and the fan, 
and scurried away into the darkness as hard as he 
could go. 

Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall 
was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the time she 
went on talking: “Dear, dearl How queer everything 
is to-day I And yesterday things went on just as usual. 
I wonder if I’ve been changed in the night? Let me 
think: was I the same when I got up this morning? 
I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. 
But if I’m not the same, the next question is. Who in 
the world am I? Ah, that’s the great puzzle!’’ And 
she began thinking over all the children she knew 
that were of the same age as herself, to see if she could 
have been changed for any of them. 

“I’m sure I’m not Ada,’’ ^e said, “for her hair goes 
in such long ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets 
at all; and I’m sure I can’t be Mabel, for I know all 
sorts of things, and she, oh! she knows such a very 
little! Besides, she’s she, and I’m I, and — oh dear, 
how puzzling it all is! I’ll try if I know all the things 
I used to know.. Let me see: four times five is twelve, 
and four times six is thirteen, and four times seven is 
— oh dearl I shall never get to twenty at that rate! 
However, the Multiplication Table doesn't signify: let’s 
try Geography. London is the capital of Paris, and 
Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome — no, that’s all 
wrong, I’m certain! I must have been changed for 

Mabel! I'll try and say 'How doth the little ”’ 

and she crossed her hands on her lap as if she were 
sa3dng lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice 
sounded hoarse and strange, and the words did not 
come the same as they used to do: 

" How doth the little crocodile 
Improve his shining tail. 

And pour the waters of the Nile 
On every golden scale! 
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'^How cheerfully he seems to gnu. 

How neatly spread his claws. 

And welcomes little fishes ii? 

With gently smiling jaws I 

"I’m sure those are not the right words,’’ said poor 
Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again as she went 
on, "I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go 
and live in that poky little house, and have next to 
no toys to play with, and oh! ever so many lessons to 
learn! No, I’ve made up my mind about it; if I’m 
Mabel, I'll stay down here! It'll be no use their putting 
their heads down and saying ‘ Come up again, dear ! ' 
I shall only look up and say ‘Who am I then? Tell 
me that first, and then, if I like being that person. 
I’ll come up: if not. I'll stay down here till I'm some- 
body else’ — ^but, oh dear!" cried Alice, with a sudden 
burst of tears, “I do wish they would put their heads 
down ! I am so very tired of being all alone here ! ’’ 

As she said this she looked down at her hands, and 
was surprised to see that she had put on one of the 
Rabbit's little white kid gloves while she was talking. 
“How can I have done that?" she thought “I must 
be growing small again.” She got up and went to the 
table to measure herself by it, and found that, as nearly 
as she could guess, she was now about two feet high, 
and was going on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out 
that the cause of this was the fan she was holding, and 
she dropped it hastily, ]ust in time to avoid shrinking 
away altogether. 

"That was a narrow escape!" said Alice, a good deal 
frightened at the sudden change, but very glad to find 
herself still in existence, "and now for the garden!” 
and she ran with all speed back to the little door: but, 
alas ! the httle door was shut again, and the little golden 
key was lying on the glass table as before, " and things 
are worse than ever,” thought the poor child, "for 
I never was so small as this before, never ! And I declare 
it’s too bad. that it is." 

As she said these words her foot slipped, and in 
another moment, splash! she was up to her oh in in 
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salt water. Her first idea was that she had somehow 
fallen into the sea, “and in that case I can go back by 
railway,” she said to herself. (Alice had been to the 
seaside once in her life, and had come to the general 



conclusion, that wherever you go to on the English 
coast you find a number of bathing machines in the 
sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden 
spades, then a row of lodging houses, and behind them 
a railway station.) However, she soon made out that 
she was in the pool of tears which she had wept when 
she was nine feet high. 

“I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she 
swam about, trying to find her way out. “I shall be 
punished for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in 
my own tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! 
However, everything is queer to-day.” 

Just then she heard something splashing about in 
the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer to make 
out what it was : at first she thought it must be a walrus 
or hippopotamus, but then she remembered how small 
she was now, and she soon made out that it was only 
a mouse that had slipped in like herself 

“Would it be of any use now,” thought Alice, “to 
speak to this mouse? Ever5rthing is so out-of-the-way 
down here, that I should think very likely it can talk; 
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at any rate, there’s no harm in trying.” So she began: 
"O Mouse, do you know the way out of this pool? 
I am very tired of swimming about here, O Mouse ! ” 
(Alice thought this must be the right way of speaking 
to a mouse: she had never done such a thing before, 
but she remembered having seen in her brother’s Latin 
Grammar, "A mouse — of a mouse — to a mouse — a. 
mouse — O mouse I” The Mouse looked at her rather 
inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of 
its little eyes, but it said nothing. 

"Perhaps it doesn't understand English," thought 
Alice; "I dare say it’s a French mouse, come over with 
William the Conqueror." (For, with aU her knowledge 
of history, Alice had no very clear notion how long ago 
anything had happened.) So she began again: "Od 
est ma chatte ? " which was the first sentence in her 
French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap 
out of the water, and seemed to quiver all over with 
fright. "Oh, I beg your pardon!" cried Alice hastily, 
afraid that she had hurt the poor animal's feelings. 
"I quite forgot you didn’t like cats." 

“ Not like cats ! ” cried the Mouse, in a shrill, passionate 
voice. “ Would you like cats if you were me ? " 

"Well, p>erhaps not," said Alice in a soothing tone; 
"don’t ^ angry about it. And yet I wish I could 
^ow you our cat Dinah: I think you’d take a fancy to 
cats if you could only see her. She is such a dear quiet 
thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily 
about in the pool, "and she sits purring so nicely by 
the fire, licking her paws and washing her face — and 
she is such a nice soft thing to nurse — and she’s such 

a capital one for catching mice Oh, I beg your 

pardon!" cried Alice again, for this time the Mouse 
was bristling all over, and she felt certain it must be 
really offended. "We won't talk about her any more 
if you’d rather not.” 

"We, indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was trembling 
down to the end of his tail, "As if 1 would talk on such 
a subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, 
vulgar things! Don't let me hear the name again!" 
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"I won’t indeed!” said Alice, in a great huny to 
change the subject of conversation. "Are you — are 
you fond — of — of dogs?” The Mouse did not answer, 
so Alice went on eagerly: “There is such a nice little 
dog near our house I should like to show you! A little 
bright-eyed terrier, you know, with oh, such long curly 
brown hair! And it’ll fetch things when you throw 
them, and it'll sit up and beg for its dinner, and all 
sorts of things — I can’t remember half of them — ^and 
it belongs to a farmer, you know, and he says it's so 
useful, it’s worth a hundred potmds! He says it kills 
all the rats and — oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful 
tone, "I’m afraid I’ve offended it again!” For the 
Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could 
go, and making quite a commotion in the pool as it went. 

So she called softly after it, “Mouse dear! Do come 
back again, and we won’t talk about cats or dogs either, 
if you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, 
it turned round and swam slowly back to her: its face 
was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it 
said in a low trembling voice, “Let us get to the shore, 
and then I’ll teU you my history, and you’ll tmderstand 
why it is I hate cats and dogs.” 

It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite 
crowded "with the birds and animals that had fallen 
into it: there were a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an 
Eaglet, and several other curious creatures. Alice led 
the way, and the whole party swam to the shore. 


CHAPTER III 

A CAUCUS-RACE AND A LONG TALE 

They were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled 
on the bank — the birds with draggled feathers, the 
animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all 
dripping wet, cross, and uncomfortable. 

The first question of course was, how to get dry again: 
B 836 
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they had a consultation about this, and after a few 
minutes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself 
talking familiarly with them, as if she had known them 
all her Hfe. Indeed, she had quite a long argument 

with the Lory, who at 
last tiumed sulky, and 
would only say, “ I am 
older than you, and 
must know better”; 
and this Alice would 
not allow without 
knowing how old it 
was, and. as the Lory 
positively refused to 
teU its age, there was 
no more to be said. 

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of 
authority among them, called out, “Sit down, all of 
you, and listen to me ! I’ll soon make you dry enough 1 ” 
They all sat down at once, in a large ring, with the 
Mouse in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously 
fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch a bad 
cold if she did not get dry very soon. 

"Aheml” said the Mouse with an important air. 
“Are you all ready? This is the driest thing I know. 
Silence all round, if you please! 'William the Con- 
queror, whose cause was favoured by the pope, was 
soon submitted to by the English, who wanted leaders, 
and had been of late much accustomed to usurpation 
and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia 

and Northumbria ' ” 

" Ugh I " said the Lory, with a shiver. 

“I beg your pardon I" said the Mouse, frowning, but 
very politely. “Did you speak? ” 

“ Not 1 1 ” said the Lory hastily. 

“I thought you did,” said the Mouse. “I proceed. 
'Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and Northumbria, 
declared for him: and even Stigand, the patriotic Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, found it advisable ” 

"Fotmd what"} ” said the Duck. 
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“Fotind it** the Mouse replied rather crossly: "of 
course you Imow what ‘it' means." 

“I ^ow what 'it' means weU enough, when I 
find a thing," said the Duck: "it's generally a frog 
or a worm. The question is, what did the archbishop 
find?” 

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly 
went on, "‘ — ^found it advisable to go with Edgar 
Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown 
William's conduct at first was moderate. But the 

insolence of his Normans How are you getting 

on now, my dear?” it continued, turning to Alice as 
It spoke. 

"As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: 
"it doesn't seem to dry me at all.” 

"In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its 
feet, "I move that the meeting adjourn, for the imme- 
diate adoption of more energetic remedies ” 

"Speak EngUshl” said the Eaglet. "I don't know 
the meaning of half those long words, and, what's more, 
I don't believe you do either 1 ” And the Eaglet bent 
down its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds 
tittered audibly. 

"What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an 
offended tone, "was, that the best thing to get us dry 
would be a Caucus-race.” 

"What is a Caucus-race?” said Alice; not that ^e 
much wanted to know, but the Dodo had paused as 
if it thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one 
else seemed inclined to say anything. 

“Why,” said the Dodo, "the best way to explain it is 
to do it.” (And, as you might like to try the thing 
yourself some winter day, I will teU you how the Dodo 
managed it.) 

First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle 
("the exact shape doesn't matter,” it said), and then 
all the party were placed along the course, here and 
there. There was no "One, two, three, and away,” 
but they began running when they liked, and left off 
when they liked, so that it was not easy to know when 
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the race was over. However, when they had been 
running half an hotir or so, and were quite dry again, 
the Dodo suddenly called out "The race is over!" and 
they all crowded round it, panting, and asking, “But 
who has won?” 

This question the Dodo could not answer without a 
great deal of thought, and it sat for a long time with 
one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in 
which you usually see Shakespeare, in the pictures of 
him), while the rest waited in silence. At last the 
Dodo said, “Everybody has won, and all must have 
prizes.” 

“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of 
voices asked. 

“Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo, pointing to 
Alice with one finger; and the whole party at once 
crowded round her, calling out in a confused way, 
“ Prizes ! Prizes ! ” 

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put 
her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits 
(lucidly the salt water had not got into it), and handed 
them round as prizes. There was exactly one a-piece 
all round. 

“But she must have a prize herself, you know,” said 
the Mouse. 

"Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely. “What 
else have you got in your pocket? ” he went on, turning 
to Alice. 

" Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly. 

“ Hand it over here,” said the Dodo. 

Then they all crowded round her once more, while 
the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, saying, 
“We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble”; 
and, when it had finished this short speech, they 
all cheered. 

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they 
all looked so grave that she did not dare to laugh ; and, 
as she could not think of anything to say, she simply 
bowed, and took the t him ble, looking as solemn as she 
could. 
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The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused 
some noise and confusion, as the large birds complained 
that they could not taste theirs, and the small ones 
choked and had to be patted on the back. However, it 
was over at last, and they sat down again in a ring, and 
begged the Mouse to teU them something more. 

“You promised to tell me your history, you know,’’ 
said Alice, "and why it is you hate — C and D,” she 
added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be ofiended 
again. 

"Mine is a long and a sad tale!" said the Mouse, 
turning to Alice and sighing. 

" It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down 
with wonder at the Motise’s tail; "but why do you r-j»h 
it sad? ’’ And she kept on puzzling about it while the 
Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was 
something like this — (see page 21). 

"You are not attending!" said the Mouse to Alice 
severely. "What are you thinking of? ” 

"I beg your pardon," said Alice very htunbly: "you 
had got to the fifth bend, I think? " 

"I had noil " cried the Mouse an g rily 

"A knot!" said Alice, alwa3rs ready to make herself 
useful, and looking anxioxisly about her. "Oh, do let 
me help to undo it! " 

"I ^all do nothing of the sort," said the Mouse, 
getting up and walking away. "You insult me by 
talking such nonsense!" 

“I didn’t mean it!" pleaded poor Alice. "But 
you’re so easily offended, you know!” 

The Mouse only growled in reply. 

"Please come back and finish your story!" Alice 
called after it. And the others all joined in chorus, 
"Yes, please do!” but the Mouse only shook its head 
impatiently and walked a little quicker. 

"What a pity it wouldn’t stay!" sighed the Lory, 
as soon as it was quite out of sight; and an old Crab 
took the opportimity of saying to her daughter, "Ah, 
my dear! Let this be a lesson to you never to lose 
your temper!" "Hold your tongue, Ma!" said the 
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young Crab, a Kttle snappishly. “You're enough to 
try the patience of an oyster 1'' 

“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!'' said 
Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. “She'd 
soon fetch it back! '' 

“And who is Dinah, if I might ventmre to ask the 
question?'' said the Lory. 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to 
talk about her pet: “Dinah's our cat. And she’s such 
a capital one for catching mice, you can’t think! And 
oh, I wish you could see her alter the birds! Why, 
she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it ! ’’ 

This speech caused a remarkable sensation aTnong 
the party. Some of the birds hurried off at once: one 
old Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, 
remarking, “I really must be getting home; the night- 
air doesn’t suit my throat!’’ and a Canary called out 
in a trembling voice to its children, “Come away, my 
dears! It’s high time you were all in bed!’’ On 
various pretexts they all moved off, and Alice was 
soon left alone. 

“I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!’’ she said to 
herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody seems to liw 
her, down here, and I’na sure she’s the best cat in the 
world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder if I shall ever 
see you any more!’’ And here poor Alice began to 
cry again, for she felt very lonely and low-spirited. 
In a httle while, however, she again heard a little 
pattering of footsteps in the distance, and she looked 
up ea.gerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changed 
his min d, and was coming back to finiah his story. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE RABBIT SENDS IN A LITTLE BILL 

It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, 
and looking anxiously about as it went, as if it had 
lost something; and she heard it muttering to itself, 
“The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! 
Oh my fur and whiskers! She'll get me executed, as 
sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where can I have dropped 



them, I wonder?” Alice guessed in a moment that 
it was looking for the fan and the pair of white kid 
gloves, and she very good-naturedly began hunting 
about for them, but they were nowhere to be seen — 
everything seemed to have changed since her swim in 
the pool, and the great hall, with the glass table and 
the little door, had vanished completely. 

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went 
hunting about, and called out to her in an angry tone, 
"Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Rim 
home this moment, and fetch me a pair of gloves and 
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a fan! Qiiick, now!” And Alice was so much frigh- 
tened that she ran off at once in the direction it pointed 
to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made. 

“He took me for his housemaid,” she said to herself 
as she ran. " How surprised he’ll be when he finds out 
who I am! But I’d better take him his fan and gloves 
— ^that is, if I can find them.” As she said this, she came 
upon a neat little house, on the door of which was a 
bright brass plate with the name “ W. Rabbit” engraved 
upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried 

up stairs, in great fear 
lest she should meet the 
real Mary Ann, and be 
turned out of the house 
before she had found 
the fan and gloves. 

“How queer it seems,” 
Alice said to herself, 
“to be going messages 
for a rabbit 1 I suppose 
Dinah’U be sending me 
on messages next I ” 
And she began fanc 3 nng 
the sort of thing that 
would happen: “'Miss 
Alice I Come here directly, and get ready for your walk I ’ 
‘Coming in a minute, nurse! But I've got to watch 
this mouse-hole till Dinah comes back, and see that 
the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t think,” 
Alice went on, “that they’d let Dinah stop in the 
house if it began ordering people about like that I ” 
By this time she had found her way into a tidy little 
room with a table in the window, and on it (as she had 
hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white Tri^ 
gloves: she took up the fan and a pair of the gloves, aintl 
was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon 
a little bottle that stood near the looking-glass. There 
was no label this time with the words “drikk me,” 
but nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her 
Ups. “ I know something interesting is sure to happen,” 
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she said to herself, "whenever I eat or drink anything; 
so I’ll just see what this bottle does. I do hope it'll 
make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired 
of being such a tiny little thing’" 

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had 
expected: before she had drunk half the bottle, she 
found her head pressing against the ceiling, and had 
to stoop to save her neck from being broken. She 



hastily put down the bottle, sa3dng to herself, "That’s 
quite enough — I hope I shan’t grow any more — ^As it 
is, I can’t get out at the door — ^I do wish I hadn’t 
drunk quite so muchl’’ 

Alas! it was too late to wish that! She went on 
growing, and growing, and very soon had to kneel 
down on the floor: in another minute there was not 
even room for this, and she tried the effect of lying 
down with one elbow against the door, and the other 
arm curled roimd her head. Still she went on growdng, 
and, as a last resource, she put one arm out of the 
window, and one foot up the chimney, and said to 
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herself, "Now I can. do no more, whatever happens. 
What wtli become of me?” 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had 
its full effect, and she grew no larger: still it was very 
uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of 
chance of her ever getting out of the room again, no 
wonder she felt unhappy. 

"It was much pleasanter at home,” thought poor 
Alice, “when one wasn’t always growing larger and 
smaller, and being ordered about by mice and rabbits. 
I almost wish I hadn't gone down that rabbit-hole — 
and yet — ^and yet — ^it’s rather curious, you know, this 
sort of life! I do wonder what can have happened to 
me! When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that 
kind of thing never happened, and now here I am in 
the middle of one! There ought to be a book written 
about me, that there ought! And when I grow up. 
I’ll write one — but I’m grown up now,” she added in 
a sorrowful tone; “at least there’s no room to grow up 
any more here” 

"But then,” thought Alice, “shall I never get any 
older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, one way 
— ^never to be an old woman — ^but then — always to 
have lessons to leaml Oh, I shouldn’t like thai \ ” 

" Oh, you foolish Alice 1 ” she answered herself. “ How 
can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly 
room for you, and no room at all for any lesson-books ! ” 

And so she went on, taking first one side and then the 
other, and making quite a conversation of it altogether; 
but aiter a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and 
stopped to listen. 

"Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. "Fetch 
me my gloves this moment!” Then came a little 
pattering of feet on the stairs. Alice knew it was the 
Rabbit coming to look for her, and she trembled tiU 
she shook the house, quite forgetting that she was now 
about a thousand times as large as the Rabbit, and had 
no reason to be afraid of it. 

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried 
to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, and Alice’s 
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elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt prove* 
a failnre. Alice heard it say to itself, "Then I'll g* 
round and get in at the window.” 

‘'Thed you won’t!” thought Alice, and, after waitinf 
till she fancied she heard the Rabbit just under th« 
window, she suddenly spread out her hand, and madf 
a snatch in the air. She did not get hold of anything 



but heard a little shriek and a fall, and a crash of 
broken glass, from which she concluded that it was 
just possible it had fallen into a cucumber-frame, or 
something of the sort. 

Next came an angry voice — ^the Rabbit’s — “Pat! 
Pat! Where are you?" And then a voice she had 
never heard before, "Sure then I'm here! Digging 
for apples, yer honour!" 

„ " for apples, indeed ! ’* said the Rabbit angrily. 

H^re! Come and help me out of (Soimds of 

more broken glass.) 

"Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?" 

“Sure, it's an arm, yer honour!” (He pronounced 
it * arrmn.”) 
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“An arm^ you goose! Who ever saw one that size? 
Why, it fills the whole window! " 

“Sure, it does, yer honour: but it’s an arm for all 
that.” 

*‘Well, it’s got no btisiness there, at any rate: go and 
take it away ! ’’ 

There was a long silence after this, and Alice could 
only hear whispers now and then; such as, “Sure, 
I don’t like it, yer honour, at all, at all!’’ “Do as 
I teU you, you coward! ’’ and at last she spread out her 
hand again, and made another snatch in tibLe air. This 
time there were two little shrieks, and more soimds of 
broken glass. “What a number of cucumber-frames 
there must be! ’’ thought Alice. “I wonder what they’ll 
do next! As for pulling me out of the window, I only 
wish they coidd ! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in here 
any longer! ’’ 

She waited for some time without hearing an 3 d±dng 
more: at last came a rumbling of little cart-wheels, 
and the sound of a good many voices all talking 
together: she made out the words: “Where’s the other 
ladder? — ^Why I hadn't to bring but one; Bill's got 
the other — Bill! Fetch it here, lad! — Here, put ’em up 
at this comer — ^No, tie ’em together first — ^they don’t 
reach half high enough yet — Oh! they’ll do well enough; 
don’t be particular — Here, Bill! catch hold of this rope 
— ^Will the roof bear! — Mind that loose slate — Oh, it’s 
coming down! Heads below!’’ (a loud crash) — “Now. 
who did that? — It was Bill, I fancy — ^Who's to go down 
the chimney? — ^Nay, I shan’t! You do it! — That I 
won’t, then! — ^Bill’s to go down — Here, Bill! the master 
says you’ve to go down the chimney! ’’ 

“Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has 
he?’’ said Alice to herself. “Why, they seem to put 
everything upon Bill! I wouldn’t be in Bill’s place 
for a good deal: this fire-place is narrow, to be sure; 
but I think I can kick a little! ’’ 

She drew her foot as far dowm the chimney as she 
could, and waited tiU she heard a little animal (she 
couldn’t guess of what sort it was) scratching and 
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scrambling about in the chimney close above her: 
then, saying to herself, "This is Bill,” she gave one 
sharp kick, and waited to see what would happen next. 



The first thing she heard was a general chorus of, 
“There goes Billl” then the Rabbit's voice alone — 
"Catch him, you by the hedge I” then silence, and then 
another confusion of voices — “Hold up his head — 
Brandy now — ^Don’t choke him — ^How was it, old fellow? 
What happened to you ? Tell us all about it I ” 

At last came a little feeble, squeaking voice ("That’s 
Bill,” thought AHce), "Well, I hardly know — No more, 
thank ye; I'm better now — ^but I’m a deal too flustered 
to tell you — all I know is, something comes at me like 
a Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!” 
"So you did, old fellow I” said the others. 

"We must bum the house down!” said the Rabbit’s 
voice. And Alice called out as loud as she could, "If 
you do. I’ll set Dinah at you! ” 

There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought 
to herself, "I wonder what they will do next! If they 
had any sense, they’d take the roof off.” After a 
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minute or two, they began moving about again, and 
Alice heard the Rabbit say, “A barrowful will do, to 
begin with.” 

“A barrowful of wAa<?" thought Alice. But she 
had not long to doubt, for the next moment a shower 
of little pebbles came rattling in at the wondow, and 
some of them hit her in the face. "I’ll put a stop to 
this,” ^e said to herself, and shouted out, "You’d 
better not do that again 1” which produced another 
dead silence. 

Alice noticed with some surprise that the pebbles 
were all turning into little cakes as they lay on the 
floor, and a bright idea came into her head. "If I eat 
one of these cakes,” she thought, "it's sure to make 
some change in my size; and, as it can’t possibly make 
me larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose.” 

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted 
to find that she began shrinking directly. As soon as 
she was small enough to get through the door, she ran 
out of the house, and found quite a crowd of little 
animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little 
Lizard, BiU, was in the middle, being held up by two 
guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a 
bottle. They all made a rush at Alice the moment she 
appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and 
soon fotmd herself safe in a thick wood. 

"The first thing I’ve got to do," said Alice to herself, 
as she wandered about in the wood, "is to grow to my 
right size again ; and the second thing is to find my way 
into that lovely garden. I think that wiQ be the best 
plan.” 

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very 
neatly and simply arranged; the only difficulty was, 
that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; 
and, while she was peering about anxiously among the 
trees, a little sharp bark just over her head made her 
look up in a great hurry. 

An enormous puppy was looking down at her with 
large round eyes, and feebly stretching out one paw, 
trying to touch her. "Poor little thing!” said Alice, 
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in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it,* 
but she was terribly frightened all the time at the 
thought that it might be himgry, in which case it would 
be very likely to 
eat her up in spite 
of all her coaxing. 

Hardly knowing 
- what she did, she 
picked up a little 
• bit of stick, and 
held it out to the 
puppy; whereupon 
the puppy jumi)ed 
into the air off all 
its feet at once, 
with a yelp of 
delight, and rushed 
at the stick, and 
made believe to 
worry it; then 
Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to keep herself from 
being nm over; and, the moment she appeared on the 
other side, the puppy made another rush at the stick, 
and tumbled head over heels in its hurry to get hold of 
it; then Alice, thinking it was very like having a game 
of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every moment 
to be trampled tmder its feet, ran round the thistle 
again; then the puppy began a series of riiort charges 
at the stick, running a very little way forwards each 
time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the 
while, till at l^t it sat down a good way oflE, panting, 
with its tongue hanging out of its mouth, and its great 
eyes half shut. 

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making 
her escape; so she set off at once, and ran till she was 
qtrite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy's bark 
soimded quite faint in the distance. 

“And yet what a dear little puppy it wasl" said 
Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest herself, 
and fanned herself with one of the leaves. “I shotild 
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have liked teaching it tricks very much, if — ^if I'd only 
been the right size to do it! Oh dearl I'd nearly 
forgotten that I've got to grow up again! Let me see 
— ^how is it to be managed? I suppose I ought to eat 
or drink something or other; but the great question 
is, what?" 

The great question certainly was, what ? Alice 
looked all roimd her at the flowers and the blades of 
grass, but she could not see anything that looked TiVp 
file right t hin g to eat or drink under the circumstances. 
There was a large mushroom growing near her, about 
the same height as herself; and, when she had looked 
under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it 
occurred to her that she might as well look and see 
what was on the top of it. 

She stretched herself up on fiptoe, and peeped over 
the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes immediately 
met those of a large blue caterpillar, that was sitting 
on the top. with its arms folded, quietly smoking a long 
hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of her or 
of anything else. 


CHAPTER V 

ADVICE FROM A CATERPIIXAR 

The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some 
time in silence! at last the Caterpillar took the hookah 
out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy 
voice. 

"Who areyo«? " said the Caterpillar. 

This not ^ encouraging opening for a conversa- 
tion. Ahce replied, rather shyly, "I — I hardly know, 
sir, just at present-— at least I know who I was when 
^ this morning, but I think I must have been 

changed several times since then." 

"What do you mean by that?" said the Caterpillar 
sternly. Explain yourself!" ^ 
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"I can't explain myself, I’m afraid, sir,” said Alice, 
" because I’m not myself, you see.” 

"I don’t see,” said the Caterpillar. 

"I’m afraid I^ can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied 
very i>olitely, " Jor I can’t rmderstand it myself to begin 



with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very 
confusingJll 

" It isn’t,” said the Caterpillar. 

" Well, perhaps you haven’t foimd it so yet,” said Alice ; 
"but when you have to turn into a chrysalis — ^you will 
some day, you know — and then after that into a butterfly, 
I should think you'll feel it a little queer, won’t you ? ” 

"Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar. 

"Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said 
Alice ; “kil I know is, it would feel very queer to me.” 

"You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. "Who 
axe you? ” 

"V^ich brought them back again to the beginning of 
the conversation. Alice felt a little irritated at the 
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Caterpillar’s maMng such very short remarks, and she 
drew herself up and said, very gravely, ’’Ijhhink you 
ought to tell me whoyoM are, first.” 

”Why? " said the Caterpillar. 

Here was another puzzling question; and as AUce 
could not think of any good reason, and as the Cater- 
pillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, 
she trumed away. 

" Come back I ” the Caterpillar called after her. " I’ve 
something Important to say I ” 

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice turned and 
came back again. 

" Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar. 

"Is £hat all?” said Alice, swallowing down her anger 
as well as she could. 

"No,” said the Caterpillar. 

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had 
nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it might tell 
her something worth hearing. For some minutes it 
puffed away without speaking, but at last it unfolded 
its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, and 
said, “So you think you’re changed, do you?” 

" I'm afraid I am, sir,” said Alice ; " I can't remember 
things as I used — and I don’t keep the same size for 
ten minutes together!” 

"Can’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar. 

"Well, I’ve tried to say, ’ How doth the little busy 
bee,’ but it all came different!” Alice rephed in a very 
melancholy voice. 

"Repeat ‘You are old. Father William,”' said the 
Caterpillar. 

Alice folded her hands, and began : 

"You are old. Father WxlUam.,” the young inan, said, 
“And your hair has become very white; 

And yet you incessantly stand on your head — 

Do you think, at your age, it is right ? " 

“ In my youth,” Father William replied to hTg son. 

"I feared it might injure the brain; 

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none. 

Why, I do it again and again.” 
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"You are old,*' said the youth, "as I mentioued before. 

And have grown most uncommonly fat; 

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door — 

Pray, what is the reason of that ? " 

"In my youth/' said the sage, as he shook his grey locks, 

** I kept all my limbs very supple 

By the use of this ointment — one shilling the box — 

Allow me to sell you a couple ? ” 

"You are old," said the youth, "and your jaws are too weak 
For anything tougher than suet; 

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak — 
Pray how did you manage to do it ? " 

"In my youth," said his father, "I took to the law. 

And argued each case with my wife ; 

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw. 

Has lasted the rest of my life/' 

"You are old," said the youth, ^*one would hardly suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever; 

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose — 

What made you so awfully clever ? " 

" I have answered three questions, and that is enough," 

Said his father; "don't give yourself airs! 

Oo you think I can listen all day to such stufiE? 

Be ofiE, or I'll kick you down stairs 1 " 

"That is not said right," said the Caterpillar. 

"Not quite right, I'm afraid,” said Alice, timidly; 
"some of the words have got altered." 

"It is wrong from beginning to end," said the Cater- 
pillar decidedly, and there was silence for some minutes. 

The Cate^iilar was the first to speak. 

"What size do you want to be? " it asked. 

"Oh, I'm not particular as to size," Alice hastily 
replied; "only one doesn't like changing so often, 
you know.” 

" I don't know,” said the Caterpillar. 

Alice said nothing : she had never been so much 
contradicted in all her life before, and die felt that 
she was losing her temper. 

"Are you content now? " said the Caterpillar. 

"Well, I should like to be a HfUe larger, sir, if you 
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wouldn’t mind,” said Alice: "three inches is such i 
wretched height to be.” 

"It is a very good height indeed I ” said the CaterpUla] 
angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it was exactlj 
three inches high). 

"But I’m not used to it!”- pleaded poor Alice in a 
piteous tone. And she thought to herself, "I wish the 
creattures wouldn’t be so easily offended ! ” 

"You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar ; and 
it put the hookah into its mouth and began smoMng again. 

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to 
speak again. In a minute or two the Caterpillar took 
the hookah out of its mouth and yawned once or twice, 
and shook itself. Then it got down off the mushroom and 
crawled away into the grass, merely remarking as it went, 
"One side will make you grow taller, and the other side 
will make you grow shorter.” 

*‘One side of what? The other side of what?” 
thought Alice to herseK. 


"Of the mushroom,” 
said the Caterpillar, just 
as if she had asked it 
aloud ; and in another 
moment it was out of sight. 

Alice remained looking 
thoughtfully at the mush- 
room for a minute, trying 
to make out 
which were the 
two sides of it; 
^ and as it was 
perfectly round, 
she found this a 
very_ difficult 
question. How- 
ever, at last she 
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arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a 
bit of the edge with each hand. 

"And now which is which? ” she said to herself, 
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nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to 
try the effect : the next moment she felt 
a violent blow underneath her chin: it 
had struck her foot! 

She was a good deal frightened by this 
very sudden change, but she felt that 
there was no time to be lost, as she was 
shrinking rapidly; so she set to work at 
once to eat some of the other bit. Her 
chin was pressed so closely against her 
foot, that there was hardly room to open her 
mouth; but she did it at last, and managed 
to swallow a morsel of the left-hand bit. 


"Come, my head’s free at last! ” said Alice 
in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm 
La another moment, when she found that her 
shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she 
could see, when she looked down, was an 
immense length of neck, which seemed to 
rise like a stalk out of a sea of green leaves 
that lay far below her. 

"What can all that green stuff be?" said 
Alice. "And where have my shoulders got 
to? And oh, my poor hands, how is it I 
can’t see you? ” She was moving them about 
as she spoke, but no result seemed to follow, 
except a little shaking among the distant 
green leaves. 

As there seemed to be no chance of getting 
her hands up to her head, she tried to get her 
head down to them, and was 
delighted to find that her neck 
would bend about easily in any 
direction, like a serpent. She 
had just succeeded in curving it 
down into a graceful zigzag, and 
was going to dive in among the 
leaves, which she found to be 
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nothing but the tops of the trees under whi<^ 
been wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back 
in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown into her face, and 
was beating her violently with its wings. 

" Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon. _ «t + 

“I'm not a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. Let 
me alone ! ” . 

“Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pigeon, but 
in a more subdued tone, and added with a kmd of 
sob, “I've tried every way, and nothing seems to 
suit them!” „ 

“ I haven’t the least idea what you're taUdng about, 

“I've tried the roots of trees, and I've tried banks, and 

I’ve tried hedges, 
the Pigeon went on, 
without attending to 
her; “but those 
serpents! There’s no 
pleasing them!” 

Alice was more 
and more puzzled, 
but she thought 
there was no use m 
saying anything 
more till the Pigeon 
had finished. 

"As if it wasnt 
trouble enough 
hatching the eggs, 
said the Pigeon ; ' ‘but 
I must be on the look-out for serpents night and day! 
Why, I haven’t had a wink of sleep these three weeks! ” 
"I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, 
who was beginning to see its meaning. 

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” 
continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, “and 
just as I was th i nking I should be free of them at last, 
they must needs come wriggling down from the sky! 
Ugh, Serpent!” 
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“ But I’m not a serpent, I tell you! ” said Alice. " I’m 
a— I’m a ” 

“WeU! Whai are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can 
see you’re trying to invent something!” 

"I — I’m a little girl,” said AUce, rather doubtfuUy, 
as she remembered the munber of changes she had gone 
through, that day. 

“A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon in a tone of 
the deepest contempt. “I’ve seen a good many little 
girls in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! 
No, no! You’re a^ serpent; and there’s no use denjdng 
it. I suppose you’!! be telling me next that you never 
tasted an egg! ” 

“I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was 
a very truthful child; “but little girls eat eggs quite as 
much as serpents do, you know.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said the Pigeon; “but if they do, 
why then they're a kind of serpent, that’s aU I can say.” 

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite 
silent for a minute or two, which gave the Pigeon the 
opportunity of adding. “You’re looking for eggs, I know 
that well enough ; and what does it matter to me whether 
you’re a little girl or a serpent? ” 

“It matters a good deal to me,'* said Alice hastily; 
“but I’m not looking for eggs, as it happens; and if 
I was, I shouldn't want yours\ I don’t like them raw.” 

"Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky 
tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice 
crouched down among the trees as well as she could, 
for her neck kept getting entangled among the branches, 
and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. 
After a while she remembered that she still held the 
pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work 
very carefully, rubbling first at one and then at the 
other, and growing sometimes taller and sometimes 
shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself 
down to her usual height. 

It was so long since she had been anything near the 
right size, that it felt quite strange at first; but she got 
used to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself. 
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as usual. "Come, there’s half my plan done now! 
How puzzling all these changes are! I’m never sure 
what I’m going to be, from one minute to another! 
However, I’ve got back to my right size: the next thing 
IS to get into that beautiful garden — how is that to 
be done, I wonder?’’ As she said this, she came 
suddenly upon an open place, with a little house in it 
about four feet high. "Whoever lives there,’’ thought 
Alice, "it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, 
I should frighten them out of their wits ! ’’ So she began 
nibbhng at the right-hand bit again, and did not venture 
to go near the house till she had brought herself down 
to nine inches high. 


CHAPTER VI 

PIG AND PEPPER 

For a minute or two she stood looking at the house, 
and wondering what to do next, when suddenly a 
footman in livery came running out of the wood — (she 
considered him to be a footman because he was in 
livery: otherwise, judging by his face only, she would 
have called him a fish) — and rapped loudly at the door 
with his knuckles. It was opened by another footman 
in livery, with a round face, and large eyes like a frog; 
and both footmen, Alice noticed, had powdered hair 
that curled all over their heads. She felt very curious 
to know what it was all about, and crept a little way 
out of the wood to listen. 

The Fish-Footman began by producing from under 
his arm a great letter, nearly as large as himself, and 
this he handed over to the other, sa5dng, in a solemn 
tone, " For the Duchess. An invitation from the Queen 
to play croquet.’’ The Frog-Footman repeated, in the 
same solemn tone, only changing the order of the words 
a little, “From the Queen. An invitation for the 
Duchess to play croquet.” 
c ^ 
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Then they both bowed low, and their curls got 
entangled together. 

Alice laughed so much at this, that she had to run 
back into the wood for fear of their hearing her; and, 
when die next peeped out, the Fish-Footman was 
gone, and the other was sitting on the ground near 
the door, staring stupidly up into the sky. 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 

“There’s no sort of use in knocking,’’ said the Foot- 
man, "and that for two reasons. First, because I’m 
on the same side of the door as you are; secondly, 
because they’re making such a noise inside, no one 
could possibly hear you.’’ And certainly there was a 
most extraordinary noise going on within — a constant 
howling and sneezing, and every now and then a 
great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been broken 
to pieces. 

“Please, then,’’ said Ahce, “how am I to get in? ’’ 

“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the 
Footman went on without attending to her, “if we had 
the door between us. For instance, if you were inside, 
you might knock, and I could let you out, you know.” 
He was looking up into the sky all the time he was 
speaking, £tnd this Alice thought decidedly tmcivil. 
"But perhaps he can’t help it,” she said to herself; 
“his eyes are so very nearly at the top of his head. 
But at any rate he might answer questions. — How am 
I to get in? ” she repeated, aloud. 

“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked, “till 
to-morrow ” 

At this moment the door of the house opened, and a 
large plate came skimming out, straight at the Foot- 
man’s head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces 
against one of the trees behind him. 

” — or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in 
the same tone, exactly as if nothing had happened. 

“ How am I to get in ? ” asked Alice again, in a louder 
tone. 

“Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman 
“That’s the fimt question, you know.” 
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It was, no doubt : only Alice did not like to be told so. 
"It's really dreadful,” she muttered to herself, "the 
way all the creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one 
crazy!” 

The Footman seemed to think this a good oppor- 
tunity for repeating his remark, with variations. “I 
shall sit here,” he said, "on and ofi, for days and days.” 

“ But what am J to do ? ” said Alice. 

"Anything you like,” said the Footman, and began 
whistling. 

"Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alice 
desperately: "he's perfectly idiotic!” And she opened 
the door and went in. 

The door led right into a large kitchen, which was 
full of smoke from one end to the other: the Duchess 
was sitting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing 
a baby; the cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a 
large cauldron which seemed to be full of soup. 

"There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!” 
Alice said to herself, as well as she could for sneezing. 

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even 
the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and the baby was 
sneezing and howling alternately without a moment's 
pause. The only things in the kitchen that did not 
sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat which was sitting 
on the hearth and grinning from ear to ear. 

" Please would you tell me,” said Alice a little 
timidly, for she was not quite srue whether it was good 
manneirs for her to speak first, "why your cat grins 
like that? ” 

“It’s a Cheshire cat,” said the Duchess, "and that’s 
why. Pig!” 

She said the last word with such sudden violence 
that Alice quite jumped; but she saw in another moment 
that it was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so 
she took comage, and went on again: 

"I didn’t know that Cheshire cats always grinned; 
in fact, I didn’t know that cats could, giin.” 

“They all can,” said the Duchess; “and most of ’em 
do.” 
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“I don’t know of any that do,” Alice said very 
politely, feeling quite pleased to have got into a 
conversation. 

“You don’t know much,” said the Duchess; “and 
that's a fact.” 

Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and 
thought it would be as well to introduce some other 
subject of conversation. While she wets tr3dng to fix 
on one, the cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire, 
and at once set to work throwing everything within her 
reach at the Duchess and the baby — the fire-irons came 
first; then followed a shower of saucepans, plates, and 
dishes. 'Die Duchess took no notice of them even when 
they hit her; and the baby was howling so much already, 
that it was quite impossible to say whether the blows 
hurt it or not. 

“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!” cried Alice, 
jumping up and down in an agony of terror. “Oh, 
there goes his precious nose”; as an unusually large 
saucepan flew close by it, and very nearly carried 
it off. 

“If everybody minded their own business,” the 
Duchess said in a hoarse growl, “the world would go 
round a deal faster than it does.” 

“Which would not be an advantage,” said Alice, 
who felt very glad to get an opportunity of showing 
off a little of her knowledge. “Just think what work 
it would make with the day and night! You see the 
earth takes twenty-four hours to turn roimd on its 
axis ” 

“Talking of axes," said the Duchess, “chop off her 
head!" 

AEce glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if 
she meant to take the hint; but the cook was busily 
engaged in stirring the soup, and did not seem to be 
listening, so she ventured to go on again: “Twenty-four 
hours, I think', or is it twelve? I ” 

“Oh, don’t bother me,” said the Duchess; “I never 
could abide figures! ” And with that she began nursing 
her child again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she 
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did so, and giving it a violent shake at the end of 
every line; 

** Speak roughly to your little boy. 

And beat him when he sneezes : 

He only does it to annoy. 

Because he knows it teases ” 

Chorus 

{In which the cooh and the baby joined ) : 

*'WowI wow I wow I” 

While the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, 
she kept tossing the baby violently up and down, and 
the poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly 
hear the words: 

“ I speak severely to my boy, 

T beat him when he sneezes. 

For he can thoroughly enjoy 
The pepper when he pleases I ” 

Chorus 

Wow ! wow I wow I 

“Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!” the 
Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as she 
spoke. “I must go and get ready to play croquet 
with the Queen,” and she hurried out of the room. 
The cook threw a frying-pan after her as she went out, 
but it just missed her. 

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was 
a queer-shaped little creature, and held out its arms 
and legs in all directions, “just like a star-fish,” thought 
Alice. The poor little thing was snorting like a steam- 
engine when she caught it, and kept doubling itself 
up and straightening itself out again, so that altogether, 
for the first minute or two, it was as much as she could 
do to hold it. 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing 
it (which was to twdst it up into a sort of knot, and then 
keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so as to 
prevent its undoing itself), she carried it out into the 
open air. “If I don’t take this child away with me," 
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thought Alice, ‘‘they're sure to kill it in a day or two: 
wouldn't it be murder to leave it behind?” She said 
the last words out loud, and the little thing grunted in 
reply (it had left off sneezing by this time). “Don’t 
grtant,” said Alice; “that's not at all a proper way of 
expressing yourself.'' 

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very 
anxiously into its face to see what was the matter 
with it. There could be no doubt that it had a very 
tum-up nose, much more like a snout than a real nose; 
also its eyes were getting extremely small for a baby: 
altogether Alice did not like the look of the thing at 
all. “But perhaps it was only sobbing,” she thought, 
and looked into its eyes again, to see if there were 
any tears. 

No, there were no tears. “If you’re going to turn 
into a pig, my dear,” said Alice, seriously, “I’ll have 
nothing more to do with you. Mind now!” The poor 
little thing sobbed again (or granted, it was impossible 
to say which), and they went on for some while in 
silence. 

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, “Now, 
what am I to do with this creature when I get it home ? ” 
when it gnmted again, so violently, that she looked 
down into its face in some alarm. This time there 
could be no mistake about it: it was neither more nor 
less than a pig, and she felt that it would be quite 
absurd for her to carry it any further. 

So die set the little creature down, and felt quite 
relieved to see Jt trot away quietly into the wood. “If 
it had grown up,*^ she said to herself, “it would have 
made a dreadfully ugly child: but it makes rather a 
ha n dsome pig, I think.” And she began thinking over 
other children she knew, who might do very weU as 
pigs, and was jiist saying to herself, “If one only knew 

the right way to change them ” when she was a 

little startled by seeing the Chediire Cat sitting on a 
bough of a tree a few yards off. 

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked 
good-natured, she thought: still it had very long clawrs 
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and a great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be 
treated -with respect. 

"Cheshire Puss,” she began, rather timidly, as she 
did not at aU know whether it would like the name: 
however, it only grinned a little wider. "Come, it’s 
pleased so far,” thought Alice, and she went on. 
"Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to 
go from here?" 

"That depends a good deal on where you want to 
get to,” said the Cat. 

" I don’t much care where ” said Alice. 

"Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,”' said 
the Cat. 

" — so long as I get somewhere" Alice added as an 
explanation. 

"Oh, you’re sure to do that,” said the Cat, "if you 
only walk long enough.” 

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried 
another question. "What sort of people live about 
here ? ” 

"In that direction,” the Cat said, waving its right 
paw round, "lives a Hatter: and in thai direction,” 
waving the other paw, "lives a March Hare. Visit 
either you like: they’re both mad.” 

"But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice 
remarked. 

"Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat: "we’re all 
mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.” 

"How do you know I’m mad? ” said Alice. 

"You must be,” said the Cat, "or you wouldn’t have 
come here ” 

Alice didn’t think that proved it at aU; however, she 
went on; "And how do you know that you’re mad?” 

"To begin with,” said the Cat, “a dog’s not mad. 
You grant that?” 

"I suppose so,” said Alice. 

“Well, then,” the Cat went on, "you see a dog growls 
when it’s angry, and wags its tail when it’s pleased. 
Now 7 growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when 
I'm angry. Therefore I’m mad.” 
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" J call it purring, not growling,” said Alice. 

"Call it what you like,” said the Cat. '"Do you 
play croquet with the Queen to-day ?”_ 

"I should like it very much,” said Alice, "but 
I haven’t been invited yet.” 

“You’ll see me there,” said the Cat, and vanished. 

Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting 
so used to queer things happening. While she was 
looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly 
appeared again, 

"By the by, what became of the baby?” said the 
Cat. "I’d nearly forgotten to ask.” 

"It turned into a pig,” Alice quietly said, just as 
if it had come back in a natural way. 

"I thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished 
again. 

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, 
but it did not appear, and after a minute or two she 
walked on in the direction in which the March Hare 
was said to live. "I’ve seen hatters before,” she said 
to herself; “the March Hare will be much the most 
interesting, and perhaps, as this is May, it won’t be 
raving mad — at least not so mad as it was in March.” 
As she said this, she looked up, and there was the Cat 
again, sitting on a branch of a tree. 

"Did you say pig, or fig? ” said the Cat. 

“I said pig,” replied Alice; “and I wish you wouldn’t 
keep appearing and vanishing so suddenly: you make 
one quite giddy.” 

“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished 
quite slowly, beginning with the end of the tail, and 
ending with the grin, which remained some time after 
the rest of it had gone. 

"Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,” 
thought Alice; “but a grin without a cat! It’s the 
most curious thing I ever saw in all my hfel” 

She had not gone much farther before she came in 
sight of the house of the March Hare: she thought it 
must be the right house, because the chimneys were 
shaped like ears and the roof was thatched with fur. 
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It was so large a hotise, that she did not like to go 
nearer till she had nibbled some more of the left-hand 
bit of mushroom, and raised herself to about two feet 
high : even then she walked up towards it rather timidly, 
saying to herself, “Suppose it should be raving mad 
after all! I almost wish I’d gone to see the Hatter 
instead 1’* 


CHAPTER VII 

A MAD TEA-PARTY 

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the 
house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having 
tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast 
asleep, and the other two were resting their elbows on 
it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable 
for the Dormouse,” thought AJice; “ordy, as it's asleep, 
I suppose it doesn’t mind." 

The table was a large one, but the three were all 
crowded together at one comer of it. "No room! No 
room ! ” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. 
"There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and 
she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table. 

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an 
encouraging tone. 

AHce looked all round the table, but there was nothing 
on it but tea. "I don’t see any wine,” she remarked. 

"There isn’t any,” said the March Hare. 

^'Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said 
Alice angrily. 

"It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without 
bei;ng invited,” said the March Hare. 

•^'I didn’t know it was yowr table,”, said AJice; "it’s 
laid for a great many more than threej/ 

"Your hair wants cutting,” said th? Hatter. He had 
been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, 
and this was his first speech. 

*C®36 
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**^ou Wouldn't make personal remarks," Alice said 
with some severity; "it's very rude." 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing 
this; but all he said was, "Why is a raven like a writing- 
desk?" 

" Come, we shall have some fun now I " thought Alice. 
“I'm glad they’ve begun asking riddles. — believe I can 
guess that,” 'she added aloud. 

"Do you mean that you think you can fmd out the 
answer to it? ” said the March Hare. 

"Exactly so,” said Alice. 

"Then you should say what you mean,” the March 
Hare went on. 

"I do,” Alice hastily replied; "at least — ^at least 
I mean what I say — ^that's ihe same thing, you 
know.” 

"Not the same thing a bit! " said the Hatter. "You 
might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same 
thmg as ' I eat what I see ’ ! ” 

"You might just as well say,” added the March 
Hare, "that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as 
'I get what I like’!” 

"You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, 
who seemed to be talking in his sleep. " that ' I breathe 
when I sleep' is the same thing as 'I sleep when I 
breathe'!” 

"It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, 
and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat 
silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she 
could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which 
wasn't much. 

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. "What 
day of the month is it?” he said, turning to Alice: he 
had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking 
at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding 
it to his ear. 

Alice considered a little, and then said, "The fourth." 

"Two days wrong!" sighed the Hatter. "I told you 
butter wouldn't suit the works!” he added, looking 
angrily at the March Hare. 
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"It was the best butter/' the Mardi Hare meekly 
replied. 

"Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well," 
the Hatter grumbled: "you shouldn't have put it in 
with the bread-knife.” 

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it 
gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and 
looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better 
to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, 
you know.” 

Alice had been looking over his Moulder with some 
curiosity. "What a funny watch!” she remarked. 
“It tells the day of the month, and doesn't tell what 
o’clock it is!” 

"Why should it? " muttered the Hatter. "Does your 
watch tell you what year it is? ” 

"Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but 
that’s because it stays the same year for such a long 
time together.” 

"Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter. 

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark 
seemed to have no meaning in it, and yet it was certainly 
English. "I don’t quite imderstand,” she said, as 
politely as she could. 

"The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, 
and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, 
without opening its eyes. "Of course, of course; just 
what I was going to remark myself.” 

“Have you guessed the riddle yet? ” the Hatter said, 
turning to Alice again. 

"No, I give it up,” Alice replied: "what's the 
answer? ” 

" I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter. 

"Nor I,” said the March Hare. 

Alice sighed wearily. "I think you might do some- 
thing better with the time,” she said, "than waste it 
asking riddles with no answers.” 

"If you knew Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter 
"you wouldn't talk about wasting it. It's him.” 
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“ I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice. 

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his 
head contemptuously. "I dare say you never even 
spoke to Time!” 

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied: "but 
I know I have to beat time when I learn music.” 

"Ah! that accormts for it,” said the Hatter. "He 
won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good 
terms with him, he’d do almost an 3 d;hmg you liked 
with the clock. For instance, suppose it were nine 
o’clock in the morning, just time to begin lessons* 
you’d only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round 
goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time 
for dinner!” 

(“I only wish it was,” the Martdi Hare said to itself 
in a whisper.) 

“That woxild be grand, certainly,” said Alice thought- 
fully: "but then — I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you 
know.” 

"Not at first, perhaps.” said the Hatter: "but you 
could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.” 

"Is that the vf&y you manage? ” Alice asked. 

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. "Not I!” 
he replied. "We quarrelled last March — ^just before 
he went mad, you know — ” (pointing with has teaspoon 
at the March Hare), " — ^it was at the great concert given 
by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing 

Twinkle, twinkle, little batl 
How I wonder wkat you’re at I 

You know the song, perhaps?” 

“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice. 

“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in 
this way: 

Up above the world you fly, 
lake a tea-tray in the sky. 

Twinkle, twinkle ** 

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing 

in its sleep, "Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle ” 

and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make 
it stop. 
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“Well, I'd hardly finished the first verse,” said the 
Hatter, “when the Queen jumped up and bawled out, 
‘He's murdering the time! Off with his head!"' 

“How dreadfully savage! ” exclaimed Alice. 

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a 
mournful tone, “he won't do a thing I ask! It’s always 
six o’clock now.” 

A bright idea came into Alice's head. “Is that the 
reason so many tea-things are put out here? ” she asked. 

“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s 
adways tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things 
between whiles.” 

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose? ” said Alice. 

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get 
used up.” 

“But what happens when you come to the beginning 
again? ” Alice ventured to ask. 

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare 
interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of this. 
I vote the yoimg lady tells us a story.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice, rather 
alarmed at the proposal. 

“ Then the Dormouse shall 1 ” they both cried. " Wake 
up. Dormouse!” And they pinciied it on both sides 
at once. 

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. “I wasn’t 
asleep.” he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: “I heard 
every word you fellows were saying." 

“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare. 

“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice. 

“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or 
you’ll be asleep again before it's done.” 

“Once upon a time there were three little sisters,” 
the Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and their 
names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived 
at the bottom of a well ” 

"What did they live on?” said Alice, who always 
took a great interest in questions of eating and drinking. 

“They lived on treacle,” said the Dormou.®" after 
thinking a minute or two. 
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*'Tliey couldn't have done that, you know," Alice 
gently remarked; "they'd have been ill.” 

“So they were," said the Dormouse; “very ill.” 

Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extra- 
ordinary way of living would be like, but it puzzled her 
too much, so she went on: "But why did they live at 
the bottom of a well? ” 

"Take some more tea/' the March Hare said to 
Alice, very earnestly. 

"I/ye Jiad nothing yet,” AJice replied in an offended 
tone/^' so 1 can't take more.” 

“You rhean'y^^^ can’t take less,” said the Hatter: 
"it’s very easy to take more than nothing.” 

"Nobody asked yo«r opinion,” said Alice. 

"Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter 
asked triumphantly. 

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she 
heli>ed herself to some tea and bread-and-butter, and 
then turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. 
"Why did they live at the bottom of a well? ” 

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think 
about it, and then said, “It was a treade-well." 

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very 
angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare went 
"Shi sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily remarked, "If you 
can’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.” 

"No, please go on!” Alice said. "I won’t interrupt 
again. I dare say there may be one.” 

"One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly 
However, he consented to go on. “And so these three 
little sisters — ^they were learning to draw, you know ” 

"What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forgetting 
her promise. 

"Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering 
at all this time. 

"I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter: "let’s 
all move one place on.” 

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed 
him: the March Hare moved into the Dormouse’s place, 
and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March 
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Hare. The Hatter was the only one who got any 
advantage from the change; and Alice was a good deal 
worse ofi, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug 
into his plate. 

Alice did not wi^ to offend the Dormouse again, so 
she began very cautiously: “But I don’t understand 
Where did they draw the treacle from? ” 

“You can draw water out of a water-weU,’’ said the 
Hatter; “so I should think you could draw treacle out 
of a treacle-well — eh, stupid?’’ 

“But they were in the well,’’ Alice said to the Dor- 
mouse, not choosing to notice this last remark. 

“Of course they were,’’ said the Dormouse; “ — well 
in.” 

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the 
Dormouse go on for some time without interrupting it. 

'“Ihey were learning to draw,” the Dormouse went 
on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting 
very sleepy; “and they drew all manner of thing s — 
everything that begins with an M ” 

“Why with an M? ” said Alice. 

“Why not? ” said the March Hare. 

Alice was silent. 

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and 
was going off into a doze; but, on being pinched by the 
Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went 
on: “ — ^that begins with an M, such as mouse-traps, 
and the moon, and memory, and muchness — ^you know 
you say things are ’much of a muchness’ — did you 
ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness? ” 

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much 
confused, “I don't think ” 

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter. 

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could 
bear: she got up in gpreat disgust, and walked off; the 
Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the 
others took the least notice of her going, though she 
looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would 
call after her: the last time she saw them, they were 
trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot. 
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“At any rate I'll never go there again!’’ said Alice 
as she picked her way through the wood. “It’s the 
stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!’’ 

Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the 
trees had a door leading right into it. “That's very 
curious!’’ she thought. “But everything’s curious 
to-day. I think I may as well go in at once.’’ And 
in she went. 

Once more she foimd herself in the long hall, and 
close to the little glass table. “Now, I’ll manage 
better this time,’’ she said to herself, and began by 
taking the little golden key, and unlocking the door 
that led into the garden. Then she set to work nibbling 
at the mushroom (she had kept a piece of it in her pocket) 
tm she was about a foot high: then she walked down 
the little passage: and then — she fotmd herself at last 
in the beautiful garden, among the bright flower-beds 
and the cool foimtains. 


CHAPTER VIII 

THE queen’s croquet GROUND 

A LARGE rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden : 
the roses growing on it were white, but there were three 
gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought 
this a very ctnious thing, and she went nearer to watch 
them, and just as she came up to them she heard one 
of them say, "Look out now. Five! Don’t go splashing 
paint over me like that ! ’’ 

“I couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone. 
"Seven jogged my elbow.” 

On which Seven looked up and said, "That’s right. 
Five! Always lay the blame on others!” 

“You’d, better not talk!” said Five. "I heard the 
Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be beheaded ! ” 
“ What for? ” said the one who had first spoken. 
“That's none oi your business. Two!” said Seven. 
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“Y^, it is his business 1 ” said Five. "And I’ll teU 
him — -it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of 
onions.” 

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun, 

"Well, of aU the imjust things ” when his eye 

chanced to fall 
upon Alice, as she 
stood watching 
them, and he 
checked himself 
suddenly: the 
others looked 
round also, and 
aU of them bowed 
low. 

"Would you 
tell me,” said 
Alice, a little 
timidly, “why you 
are painting those 
roses? ” 

Five and Seven 
said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began in a 
low voice, “Why, the fact is, you see. Miss, this here 
ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a 
white one in by mistake; and if the Queen was to 
find it out, we should atU have our heads cut off, 
you know. So you see. Miss, we’re doing our best, 

afore she comes, to ” At this moment. Five, who 

had been anxiously looking across the garden, called 
out, "The Queen! The Queen!” and the three gar- 
deners instantly threw themselves flat upon their faces. 
There was a soimd of many footsteps, and Alice looked 
round, eager to see the Queen. 

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all 
shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with 
their hands and feet at the comers : next the ten courtiers ; 
these were ornamented all over with diamonds, and 
walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these 
came the royal children; there were ten of them, and 
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the little dears came jiimping merrily along hand in 
hand, in couples ; they were all ornamented with hearts 
Next came the guests, mostly Klings and Queens, and 
among them Alice recognised the Wtiite Rabbit: it was 
talking in a hurried, nervous manner, smiling at every- 
thing that was said, and went by without noticing her. 
Then followed the Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s 
crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this 
grand procession, came the King and Queen of 
Hearts. 

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to 
lie down on her face like the three gardeners, but she 
could not remember ever having hecird of such a rule 
at processions; "and besides, what would be the use 
of a procession," thought she, "if people had aU to he 
down upon their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?" 
So she stood stiU where ^e was, and waited. 

When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all 
stopped and looked at her, and the Queen said severely, 
"Who is this?” She said it to the Knave of Hearts, 
who only bowed and smiled in reply. 

" Idiot ! ” said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently ; 
and, turning to Alice, she went on, " What’s your name, 
child? ’’ 

"My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,” said 
Alice very politely; but die added, to herself, "Why, 
they’re only a pack of cards, after all. I needn’t be 
afraid of them!” 

"And who are these'i” said the Queen, pointing to 
the three gardeners who were lying round the rose-tree ; 
for, you see, as they were lying on their faces, and 
the pattern on their backs was the same as the rest 
of the pack, she could not tell whether they were 
gardeners, or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own 
children. 

"How should I know?” said Alice, surprised at her 
own courage, "It’s no business of mine.*’ 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after 
glaring at her for a moment like a wild beast, screamed, 
" Off with her head 1 Off ” 
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" Nonsense 1” said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, 
and the Queen was silent. 

The King laid his hand ui>on her arm, and timidly 
said. “Consider, my dear: she is only a child 1“ 

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said 
to the Knave, “Turn them overl ” 

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot. 

"Get up! “ said the Queen, in a shrill, loud voice, and 
the three gardeners instantiy jumped up, and began 
bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, 
and everybody else. 

“Leave off that!” screamed the Queen. "You make 
me giddy.” And then, turning to the rose-tree, she 
went on, “What have you been doing here?” 

**May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in a very 
humble tone, going down on one knee as he spoke, 
“we were trying ” 

"/ seel” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been 
examining the roses. “ Off with their heads ! and the 
procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining 
behind to execute the unfortimate gardeners, who ran 
to Alice for protection. 

"You shan't be beheaded!” said Alice, and she put 
them into a large flower-pot that stood near. The three 
soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking 
for them, and then qToietly marched off after the others. 

“Are their heads off? " shouted the Queen. 

“Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” 
the soldiers shouted in reply. 

“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can you play 
croquet? ” 

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the 
question was evidently meant for her. 

"Yes!” shouted Alice. 

“Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined 
the procession, wondering very much what would 
happen next. 

“It's — ^it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at 
her side. She was walking by the White Rabbit, who 
was peeping anxiously into her face. 
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“Very,” said Alice: “ wLere’s the Duchess? " 

"Hush! Hush!" said the Rabbit in a low, hurrie« 
tone. He looked anxiously over his shoulder as h' 
spoke, and then raised himself upon tiptoe, put hi; 
mouth close to her ear, and whispered, "She’s unde: 
sentence of execution." 

“\V^at for? ” said Alice. 


"Did you say, ‘What a pity!’? ” the Rabbit asked. 

"No, I didn’t,” said Alice: "I don’t think it's at all 
a pity. I said, ‘ What for ? ’ " 

"She boxed the Queen’s ears ’’ the Rabbit began. 

Alice gave a little scream of laughter. “Oh, hu^!” 
the Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. "The 
Queen will hear you! You see she came rather late, 
and the Queen said ’’ 

“Get to your places!" shouted the Queen in a voice 
of thunder, and people began running about in all 
directions, tumbling up against each other; however, 
they got settled down in a minute or two, and the 
game began. Alice thought she had never seen such 
a curious croquet-groimd in aU her life ; it was all ridges 
and furrows; the balls were live hedgehogs, the mallets 






live flamingoes, and the 
soldiers had to double 
themselves up and to stand 
upon their hands and feet, 
to make the arches. 

The chief difficulty 
Alice found at first was in 
managing her flamingo : 
she succeeded in getting 
its body tucked away, 
comfortably enough, 
under her arm, with its 
legs hanging down, but 
generally, just as she had 
rij got its neck nicely 
straightened out, 
^^d^ .and was going to 
give the hedgehog 
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a blow with its head, it wotdd twist itself round and 
look up in her face, with such a puzzled expression 
that she could not help bursting out laughing: and when 
she had got its head down, and was going to begin 
again, it was very provoking to find that the hedge- 
hog had unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling 
away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge or 
furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the 
hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers were always 
getting up and walking off to other parts of the ground, 
Alice soon came to the conclusion that it was a very 
difficult game indeed. 

The players all played at once without waiting for 
turns, quarrelling aU the while, and fighting for the 
hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in 
a furious passion, and went stamping about, and shout- 
ing, “ Off with his head! ” or " Off with her head! ” about 
once in a minute. 

Alice began to feel very tmeasy: to be sure she had 
not as yet had any dispute with the Queen, but she 
knew that it might happen any minute, "and then," 
thought she, “what would become of me? They’re 
dreadfully fond of beheading people here; the great 
wonder is that there’s anyone left ahve ! ’’ 

She was lot/king about for some way of escape, and 
wondering whether she could get away without being 
seen, when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: 
it puzzled her very much at first, but, after watching 
it a minute or two, she made it out to be a grin, and she 
said to herself, “ It’s the Cheshire Cat : now I shall have 
somebody to talk to.” 

"How axe you getting on?" said the Cat, as soon as 
there was mouth enough for it to speak with. 

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then nodded. 
"It’s no use speaking to it,” she thought, "till its ears 
have come, or at least one of them.” In einother 
minute the whole head appeared, and then Alice 
put down her flamingo, and began an account of 
the game, feeling very glad she had someone to 
listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there 
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was enough of it now in sight, and no more of i 
appeared- 

"I don’t think they play at all feirly,” Alice began 
in rather a complaining tone, "and they all quarre 
so dreadfully one can’t hear oneself spe^ — and the^ 
don’t seem to have any rules in particular; at least 
if there are, nobody^ attends to them — and you’ve nc 
idea how confusing it is all the things being alive; foi 
instance, there’s the arch I’ve got to go through next 
walking about at the other end of the ground — and 
I should have croqueted the Queen’s hedgehog just 
now, only it ran away when it saw mine coming!” 

"How do you like the Queen? ’’ said the Cat in a low 
voice. 

“Not at all,’’ said Alice: she’s so extremely ” 

Just then she noticed that the Queen was close behind 
her listening: so she went on, “ — likely to win, that it’s 
hardly worth while finishing the game.” 

The Queen smiled and passed on. 

"Who are you talking to?” said the King, coming 
up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with great 
curiosity. 

"It’s a friend of mine — a Cheshire Cat,” said Alice: 
"allow me to introduce it.” 

"I don’t like the look of it at aU,” said the King: 
"however, it may kiss my hand if it likes.” 

" I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked. 

"Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, "and don’t 
look at me like that ! ” He got behind Alice as he spoke. 

"A cat may look at a king,” said Alice. "I’ve read 
that in some book, but I don’t remember where.” 

"Well, it must be removed,” said the King very 
decidedly, and he called to the Queen, who was passing 
at the moment, "My dear! I wish you would have 
this cat removed!” 

The Queen had only one way of settling aH difficulties, 
great or small. "Off with his head!” she said, without 
even looking round. 

"I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said the King 
eagerly, and he hurried off. 
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Alice thought she might as well go back and see how 
the game was going on. as she heard the Queen’s voice 
in the distance, screaming with passion She had 
already heard her sentence three of the players to be 
executed for having missed their turns, and she did 
not like the look of things at all, as the game was in 
such confusion that she never knew whether it was her 
turn or not. So she went in search of her hedgehog. 

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another 
hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an excellent oppor- 
timity for croqueting one of them with the other: the 
only difi&culty was, that her flamingo was gone across 
to the other side of the garden, where Alice could see 
it tr3mig in a helpless sort of way to fly up into one of 
the trees. 

By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought 
it back, the fight was over, and both the hedgehogs 
were out of sight: "but it doesn’t matter much,’’ 
thought Alice, "as all the arches are gone from this 
side of the ground.’’ So she tucked it under her arm, 
that it might not escape again, and went back for a 
Httle more conversation with her friend. 

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she was 
surprised to find quite a large crowd collected roxind 
it: there was a dispute going on between the executioner, 
the King, and the Queen, who were all talking at once, 
while all the rest were quite silent, and looked very 
uncomfortable. 

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by 
all three to settle the question, and they repeated 
their arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at 
once, she foimd it very hard indeed to m^e out exactly 
what they said. 

The executioner’s argmnent was, that you couldn’t 
cut off a head unless there was a body to cut it off 
from: that he had never had to do such a thing before, 
and he wasn’t going to begin at his time of life. 

The King’s argument was, that anything that had 
a head could be beheaded, and that you weren’t to 
talk nonsense. 
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The Queen’s argument was, that if something wasn’t 
done about it in less than no time, she’d have everybody 
executed, all roxmd. (It was this last remark that had 
made the whole party look so grave and anxious ) 

Alice could think of nothing else to say but, " It belongs 
to the Duchess : you’d better ask her about it.” 

"She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the executioner: 
“fetch her here.” And the executioner went off like 
an arrow. 

The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he 
was gone, and, by the time he had come back with the 
Duchess, it had entirely disappeared; so the Kong and 
the executioner ran wildly up and down looking for it, 
while the rest of the party went back to the game. 


CHAPTER IX 

THE MOCK turtle’s STORY 

"You can’t think how glad I am to see you again, you 
dear old thing! ” said the Duchess, as she tucked her arm 
affectionately into Alice’s, and they walked off together. 

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant 
temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it was 
only the pepper that had made her so savage when 
they met in the kitchen. 

"When Vm a Duchess,” she said to herself (not in 
a very hopeful tone though), "I won’t have any pepper 
in my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without — 
Maybe it’s always pepper that msiies people hot- 
tempered,” she went on, very much pleased at having 
fotmd out a new kind of rule, "and vinegar that makes 
them sour — and camomile that makes them bitter — ■ 
and — and barley-sugar and such things that make 
children sweet-tempered. I only wish people knew 
lhat\ then they wouldn’t be so stingy about it, you 
know ” 

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time. 
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and was a little startled when she heard her voice close 
to her ear. “You’re thinking about something, my 
dear, and that makes you forget to talk. I can't tell 
you just now what the moral of that is, but I shall 
remember it in a bit.” 

“Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to remark. 

“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’s 
got a moral, if only you can find it.” And she squeezed 
herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke. 

Alice ^d not much like her keeping so close to her: 
first, because the Duchess was very ugly; and secondly, 
because she was exactly the right height to rest her 
chin upon Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably 
sharp chin. However, she did not like to be rude, so 
she bore it as well as she could. “The game seems to 
be going on rather better now,” ^e said. 

“’Tis so,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of it is 
— 'Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go 
roimdl’” 

“Somebody said,” whispered Alice, "that it’s done 
by everybody minding their own business!” 

“Ah, well! It means much the same thing,” said 
the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into Alice’s 
shoulder as she added, “and the moral of thai is — 
'Take care of the sense, and the sormds will take care 
of themselves.’ ” 

"How fond she is of finding morals in things! ” Alice 
thought to herself. 

“I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my 
arm round your waist,” the Duchess said after a pause: 
“the reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of 
your flamingo. Shall I try the experiment? ” 

“He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeling 
at all anxious to have the experiment tried. 

“Very true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and 
mustard both bite. And the moral of that is — ‘ Birds 
of a feather flock together.' ” 

“ Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked. 

“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: "what a clear 
way you have of putting things!” 
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" It’s a mineral, I think," said Alice. 

*' Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemed ready 
to agree to everything that Alice said; “there's a 
large mustard-mine near here. And the moral of that 
is — ‘The more there is of mine, the less there is of 
yours.’ ” 

“Oh, I know! ” exclaimed Alice, who had not attended 
to this last remark. “ It's a vegetable. It doesn’t look 
like one, but it is.” 

“I quite agree with you,” said the Duchess; "and the 
moral of that is — ‘Be what you would seem to be’ — or 
if you'd like it put more simply — ‘Never imagine yotn:- 
self not to be otherwise than what it might appear to 
others that what you were or might have been was not 
otherwise than what you had been wotild have appeared 
to them to be otherwise.' ” 

"I think I should imderstand that better,” Alice 
said very politely, "if I had it written down: but I'm 
afraid I can’t quite follow it as you say it.” 

“That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the 
Duchess replied, in a pleased tone. 

“Pray don't trouble yourself to say it any longer 
than that,” said Alice. 

“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. 
“I make you a present of everjdJhiug I've said as yet.” 

“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice. “I’m 
glad they don’t give birthday presents hke that!” 
But she did not venture to say it out loud. 

"Thinking again?” the Duchess asked with another 
dig of her sharp little chin. 

“I’ve a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for she 
was beginning to feel a little worried. 

“Just about as much right,” said the Duchess, “as 
pigs have to fly; and the m ” 

But here, to Alice's great surprise, the Duchess’s 
voice died away, even in the middle of her favourite 
word “moral,” and the arm that was linked into hers 
began to tremble. Alice looked up, and there stood 
the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, 
frovming like a thxmderstorm. 
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“A fine day, your Majesty I” the Duchess began in 
a low, weak voice. 

“Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the Queen, 
stamping on the ground as she spoke; "either you or 
your head must be off, and that in about half no time! 
Take your choice 1 ” 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a 
moment. 

" Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to 
Alice; and Alice was too much frightened to say a 
word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet- 
ground. 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s 
absence, and were resting in the shade: however, the 
moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, 
the Queen merely remarking that a moment's delay 
would cost them their lives. 

All the time they were plajdng the Queen never left 
off quarrelling with the other players, and shouting, 
"Off with his head! ” or "Off with her head!” Those 
wnom she sentenced were taken into custody by the 
soldiers, who of course had to leave ofi being arches to 
do this, so that by the end of half an hour or so there 
were no arches left, and all the players, except the 
King, the Queen, and Alice, were in custody and under 
sentence of execution. 

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said 
to Alice, " Have you seen the Mock Ttirtle yet ? ” 

"No,” said Alice. "I don’t even know what a Mock 
Turtle is.” 

"It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” 
said the Queen. 

" I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice. 

"Come on, then,” said the Queen, "and he shall tell 
you his history ” 

As they walked off together, Alice heard the King 
say in a low voice, to the company generally, "You 
are all pardoned.” "Come, that’s a good thing!” she 
said to herself, for she had felt quite unhappy at the 
number of executions the Queen had ordered. 
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They very soon came upon a Crj^ihon, lying fast 
asleep in the sxm. (If you don’t know what a Gi^hon 
is, look at the picture.) “Up, lazy thing!” said the 
Queen, "and take this young lady to see the Mock 
Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back, and 
see after some executions I have ordered,” and ^e 
walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. 



Alice did not quite like the look of the creature, but on 
the whole ^e thought it would be quite as safe to stay 
with it as to go after that savage Queen: so she waited. 

The Gr37phon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it 
watched the Queen till she was out of sight: then 
it chuckled. "What funl" said the Gr 5 q)hon, half to 
itself, half to Alice. 

" VTiat is the fun? ” said AHce. 

"Why, she/’ said the Gryphon. “It’s all her fancy, 
that: they never executes nobody, you know. Come 
on!” 

"Everybody says ’come on!’ here,” thought Alice, 
as she went slowly after it: "I never was so ordered 
about in all my Ufe, never!” 

They had not gone far before they saw the Mock 
Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on &. 
little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice 
could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. She 
pitied him deeply. “What is his sorrow?” she asked 
the Gryphon, and the Gr 3 q>hon answered, very nearly 
in the same words as before, "It’s all his fancy, that: 
he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. Come onl” 
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So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at 
them with large eyes full of tears, hut said nothing. 

“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she 
wants for to know your history, she do." 

“I’U tell it her," said the 
Mock Turtle in a deep, 
hollow tone: “sit down, 
both of you, and don’t 
speak: a word till I've 
finished.” 

So they sat down, and 
nobody spoke for some 
minutes. Alice thought to 
herself, “I don’t see how 
he can ever finish, if he 
doesn't begin.” But she 
waited patiently. 

“Once,” said the Mock 
Turtle at last, with a 
deep sigh, “I was a 
real Turtle.” 

These words were 
followed by a very 
long silence, br 
only by an occasional 
exclamation of “Hjckrrh!” from the Gryphon, and 
the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice 
was very nearly getting up and saying, “Thank you, 
sir, for your interesting story,” but she could not help 
thinking there must be more to come, so she sat still 
and said nothing. 

“When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on at 
last, more calmly, though still sobbing a little now and 
then, “we went to school in the sea. The master was 
an old Turtle — ^we used to call him Tortoise ” 

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one? 
jAJlicc 

“We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” 
said the Mock Ttirtle angrily : “ really you are very dull 1 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking 
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So 

sucli a simple question,” added the Gr3rphon; and then 
they both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt 
ready to sink into the earth. At last the Gryphon 
said to the Mock Turtle. "Drive on, old fellow! Don’t 
be all day about it!” and he went on in these words; 

"Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you 
mayn’t believe it ” 

"I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice. 

"You did,” said the Mock Turtle. 

"Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon, before 
Alice could speak again. The Mock Turtle went on: 

"We had the best of educations — ^in fact, we went to 
school every day ” 

“I've been to a day-school, too,” said Alice; "you 
needn’t be so proud as all that.” 

"With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle a little 
anxiously, 

"Yes,” said Alice, "we learned French and music.” 

"And washing? ” said the Mock Turtle. 

"Certainly notl” said Alice indignantly. 

"Ah! then yotus Weisn’t a really good school,” said 
the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. "Now at 
ours they had at the end of the bill, 'French, music, 
and washing — extra.”’ 

"You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said Alice; 
"living at the bottom of the sea.” 

"I couldn’t afford to learn it,” said the Mock Turtle 
with a sigh. "I only took the regular course.” 

"What was that? ” inquired Alice. 

"Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” 
the Mock Ttortle replied ; “ and then the different branches 
of Arithmetic — Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and 
Derision.” 

“I never heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice ventured to 
say. "What is it?” 

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. 
"What! Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed. 
"You know what to beautify is, I suppose? ” 

"Yes,” said Alice doubtfully: "it means — ^to — make 
— an5rthing — ^prettier. ' ’ 
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"Well, tLen,” -fibe Gr 3 rphon went on, "if you don’t 
know what to uglify is, you must be a simpleton." 

Alice did not feel encoxxraged to ask any more questions 
about it, so she turned to the Mock Turtle, and said, 
“ What else had you to learn ? " 

"Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, 
counting off the subjects on his flappers, " — Mystery, 
ancient and modem, with Seaography: then Drawling — 
the Drawling-master was an old conger-eel, that used to 
come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, 
and Fainting in Coils." 

'‘What was that hke? ” said Alice. 

"Well, I can't show it you myself.” the Mock Turtle 
said: “I’m too stiff- And the Gryphon never learnt it.” 

"Hadn’t time." said the Gryphon: "I went to the 
Classical master, though. He was an old crab, he was." 

"I never went to him," the Mock Turtle said with a 
sigh: "he taught Laughing and Grief, they used to say." 

"So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighing in 
his turn ; and both creatures hid their faces in their paws. 

"And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” 
said Alice, in a hurry to change the subject. 

"Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock Turtle* 
“nine the next, and so on." 

"What a curious plan!" exclaimed Alice. 

"That's the reason they’re called lessons,” the 
Gryphon remarked: "because they lessen from day 
to day.” 

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought 
it over a little before she made her next remark. “Then 
the eleventh day must have been a holiday ? ’’ 

"Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice 
went on eagerly 

"That’s enough about lessons," the Gryphon inter- 
rupted in a very decided tone: "tell her something about 
the games now.” 
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CHAPTER X 

THE LOBSTER QUABRILLE 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of 
one flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice, and 
tried to speak, but, for a minute or two, sobs choked 
his voice. “Same as if he had a bone in his throat," 
said the Gr3rphon: and it set to work shaking him and 
punching him in the back. At last the Mock Turtle 
recovered his voice, and, with tears running down his 
cheeks, went on again: 

“You may not have lived much rmder the sea " 

(“I haven’t," said Ahce) “and perhaps you were never 

even introduced to a lobster " (Alice began to say, 

“I once tasted " but checked herself hastily, and 

said, “No, never") “ — so you can have no idea what a 
delightful thing a Lobster Quadrille is ! " 

“No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of a dance 
is it?" 

“Why," said the Gr3T>hon, “you first form into a 
hue along the sea-shore " 

“Two lines! " cried the Mock Turtle. “Seals, turtles, 
and so on; then, when you’ve cleared the jelly-fish out 
of the way " 

“ Thai generally takes some time," interrupted the 
GrsTphon. 

“ — ^you advance twice ” 

“ Each with a lobster as a partner ! ” cried the Gryphon. 

“Of comse," the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, 
set to partners " 

“ — change lobsters, and retire in same order,” con- 
tinued the Gryphon. 

“Then, you ]^ow,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you 
throw the " 

“The lobsters!" shouted the Gryphon, with a bound 
into the air. 

“ — ^as far out to sea as you can ” 

“Swim after them! " screamed the Gryphon. 
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"Turn a somersault in the sea!" cried the Mock 
Turtle, capering -wildly about. 

"Change lobsters again!” yelled the Gr 3 rphon. 

"Back to land again, and — that's all the first figure,” 
said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice; and 
the two creatures, who had been jumping about like 
mad things, sat down again very sadly and quietly, and 
looked at Alice. 

"It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice, timidly. 
"Would you like to see a little of it? ” said the Mock 
Turtle. 

"Very much indeed,” said Alice. 

"Let’s try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle to 

the Gr37phon. " We 
can do without 
lobsters, you know. 
Which ^all sing? ” 
"Oh, you sing,” 
said the Gryphon. 
“ I've forgotten the 
words.” 

So they began 
solemnly dancing 
rormd and round 
AHce, every now 
and then treading 
on her toes when 
they passed too 
close, and waving 
their forepaws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtle 
sang this, very slowly and sadly: 

*■ VWU you walk a little faster ? " said a whiting to a snail, 
"There's a porpoise close behind us. and he’s treading on 
my tad. 

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance I 
They are waitmg on the shingle — ^will you come and join the 
dance ? 

Will you. won’t you, will you, won’t yon, will you join the 
dance ? 

Will you, won’t yon. will you, won’t you. won’t you join the 
dance ? 
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'* Yon can really have no notion how delightful it will be. 

When they take ns up and throw ns, with the lobsters, out 
to sea 1 ” 

But the snail replied "Too far, too farl" and gave a look 
askance — 

Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join 
the dance. 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join 
the dance. 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join 
the dance. 

" What matters it how far we go ? ” his scaly friend replied. 

" There is another shore, you know, upon the other side. 

The further off from England the nearer is to France — 

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance. 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the 
dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will 3 ?ou, won’t you, won't you join the 
dance ? *’ 

"Thank you, it*s a very interesting dance to watch," 
said Alice, feeling very glad that it was over at last: 
" and I do so like that curious song about the whiting t ’’ 
"Oh, as to the whiting," said the Mock Turtle, “they 
— ^you’ve seen them, of course?" 

"Yes,” said Alice, "I've often seen them at dinn " 

she checked herself hastily. 

"I don’t know where Dinn may be,” said the Mock 
Turtle, " but if you’ve seen them so often, of course you 
know what they're like.” 

"I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. "They 
have their tails in their mouths — and they're all over 
crumbs.” 

"You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the Mock 
Turtle: "crumbs would all wash off in the sea. But 
they have their tails in their mouths; and the reason 

is ” here the Mock Trutle yawned and shut his eyes. 

"Tell her about the reason and all that," he said to the 
Gryphon. 

"The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that they mould 
go with the lobsters to the dance. So they got thrown 
out to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got 
their tails fast in their mouths. So they couldn’t get 
them out again. That's all.” 
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"Thank you,” said Alice, "it’s very inter^ting 
I never knew so much about a whiting before.” 

**1 can tell you more than that, if you like,” said 
the GrjTphon. "Do you know why it’s called a 
whiting? ” 

"I never thought about it,” said Alice. "Why?” 

" does the boots and shoes, ‘ the Gryphon replied very 
solemnly. 

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. "Does the boots and 
^oes ! ” she repeated in a wondering tone. 

"Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the 
Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them so shiny? ” 

Alice looked down at them, and considered a little 
before she gave her answer. “They’re done with 
blacking, I believe.” 

"Boots and shoes irndw the sea,” the Gryphon went 
on in a deep voice, "are done with whiting. Now you 
know." 

"And what are they made of? ” Alice asked in a tone 
of great cxiriosity. 

" Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon replied rather 
impatiently: "any shrimp could have told you that.” 

" If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts 
were still run ning on the song, “I’d have said to the 
porpoise, ‘Keep back, please: we don’t want you 
with us!*” 

"They were obliged to have him with them,” the 
Mock Turtle said: "no wise fish would go anywhere 
without a poiTpoise.” 

"Wotddn’t it really?” said Alice in a tone of great 
surprise. 

"Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle: "why, if a 
fish came to me, and told me he was going a journey, 
I should say, ‘With what porpoise? 

" Don’t you mean ' purpose ’ ? ” said Alice. 

"I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied in an 
offended tone. And the Gryphon added, "Come, let’s 
hear some oi your adventures.” 

"I could ten you my adventures — ^beginning from 
this morning,” said Alice a little timidly: "but it’s no 
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use going back to yest^day, because I was a different 
person then/' 

"Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle. 

" No, no I The adventures first,” said the Gr5T>hon in an 
impatient tone : " explanations take such a dreadful time.*’ 

So Alice began telling them her adventures from the 
time when she first saw the White Rabbit. She was a 
little nervous about it just at first, the two creattires 
got so close to her, one on each side, and opened their 
eyes and mouths so very wide, but she gained coTirage as 
she went on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till she 
got to the part about her repeating “You are old. Father 
William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming 
different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, 
and said, "That’s very curious." 

"It's all about as curious as it can be,” said the 
Gryphon. 

"It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeated 
thoughtfully. “I shotild like to hear her repeat some- 
thing now. Tell her to begin.” He looked at the 
Gryphon as if he thought it had some kind of authority 
over AUce. 

" Stand up and repeat ‘ 'Tis the voice of the sluggard,' ” 
said the Gryphon. 

"How the creatures order one about, and make one 
repeat lessons!” thought Alice. "I might as weE be 
at school at once.” However, she got up, and began to 
repeat it, but her head was so full of the Lobster Quad- 
rille, that she hardly knew what she was sa3dng, and the 
words came very queer indeed: 

tiie voice of the Lobster; I heard him declare, 

' You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair/ 

As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes- 
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark. 

And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark: 

But, when the tide rises and sharks are around. 

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound." 

"That's different from what I used to say when I was 
a rhilH ” sa.id the Grvnhon. 
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“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; 
"but it sounds uncommon nonsense.” 

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with her face 
in her hands, wondering if an3rthing would ever happen 
in a natural way again. 

“I should like to have it explained,” said the Mock 
Turtle. 

"She can’t explain it,” hastily said the Gryphon. 
"Go on to the next verse.” 

“But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. 
“ How covld he turn them out with his nose, you know? ” 

"It’s the first position in dancing,” Alice said; but 
was dreadfully puzzled by it all, and longed to change 
the subject. 

"Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon repeated: 
"it begins with the words, ’I passed by his garden.”’ 

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it 
would all come wrong, and she went on in a trembling 
voice: 

“ I passed by Ms garden, and marked, with, one eye. 

How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie : 

The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat, 

WMle the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat- 
When the pie was all j&nished, the Owl, as a boon. 

Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon : 

WMle the Panther received knife and fork with a growl. 
And concluded the banquet by 

“What is the use of repeating all that stuff,” the 
Mock Tturtle interrupted, "if you don’t explain it as 
you go on? It’s by far the most confusing thing 1 ever 
heard!” 

"Yes, I think you’d better leave off,” said the 
Giyphon: and Alice was only too glad to do so. 

“ Shall we try another figure of the Lobster Quadrille ? ” 
the Gr5iT>hon went on. “Or would you like the Mock 
Turtle to sing you a song? ” 

"Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so 
kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, 
in a rather offended tone, "Hml No accounting few 
tastes! Sing her 'Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?” 
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The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice 
sometimes choked with sobs, to sing this: 

** Heautiful Soup, so rich, and green. 

Waiting in a fiot tureen I 

Who for such dainties would not stoop? 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

Beau — ootiful Soo — oopl 

Beau— ootiful Soo oop! 

Soo oop of the e e — evening. 

Beautiful, beautiful Soup I 

•• Beautiful Soup I Who cares for fish, 

Oame, or any other dish ? 

Who would not give all else for two p 
ennyworth only of beautiful Soup ^ 

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup > 

Beau — ootiful Soo — oop! 

Beau — ootiful Soo— oop! 

Soo— oop of the e e — evening. 

Beautiful, beauti — soup 1 ” 

"Chorus again!" cried the Gryphon, and the Mock 
Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of "The 
trial's beginning!" was heard in the distance. 

" Come on ! " cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by 
the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for the end of 
the song. 

"What trial is it?" Alice panted as she ran; but the 
Gryphon only answered, "Come on! " and ran the faster, 
while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze 
that followed them, the melancholy words: 

**Soo-oop of the e — e — evening. 

Beautiful, beautiful Soupl" 
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CHAPTER XI 

WHO STOLE THE TAKTS? 

The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their 
throne when they arrived, with a great crowd assembled 
about them — all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well 
as the whole pack of cards: the Knave was standing 
before them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to 
guard him; and near the King was the White Rabbit, 
with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of parchment 
In the other. In the very middle of the court was a 
table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they looked 
so good, that it made Alice quite hxmgry to look at them 
— “I wish they’d get the trial done,” she thought, "and 
hand round the refreshments!” But there seemed to 
be no chance of this, so she began looking about her, to 
pass away the time. 

Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but 
she had read about them in books, and she was quite 
pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly every- 
thing there. “That’s the judge," she said to hers^, 
“because of his great wig.” 

The judge, by the way, was the Eling; and as he 
wore his crown over the wig (look at the frontispiece 
if you want to see how he did it), he did not look at 
all comfortable, and it was certainly not becoming. 

“And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice, “and those 
twelve creatures” (she was obliged to say “creatures,” 
you see, because some of them were animals, and some 
were birds), “I suppose they are the jurors.” She said 
this last word two or three times over to herself, being 
rather proud of it: for she thought, and rightly too, that 
very few little girls of her age knew the meaning of it 
at all. However, “jur5mien” would have done just 
as well. 

The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on 
slates. "What are they all doing?" Alice whispered 
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to the Gryphon. "They can’t have an3rthing to put 
down yet. before the trial’s begun.’’ 

"They’re putting down their names,’’ the Gryphon 
whispered in reply, "for fear they should forget them 
before the end of the trial.’’ 

“Stupid things'” Alice began in a loud, indignant 
voice, but she stopped hastily, for the White Rabbit 
cried out, "Silence in the court!” and the King put 
on his spectacles and looked anxiously round, to see 
who was talking. 

Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over 
their shoulders, that all the jurors were writing down 
"stupid things!” on their slates, and she could even 
make out that one of them didn’t know how to spell 
"stupid,” and that he had to ask his neighboxir to tell 
him. "A nice muddle their slates will be in before 
the trial’s over!” thought Alice 

One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This, 
of course, Alice could noi stand, and she went round 
the court and got behind him, and very soon fotind an 
opportunity of taking it away. She did it so quickly 
that the poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could 
not make out at all what had become of it; so, after 
hunting all about for it, he was obliged to write with 
one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of very 
Httle use, as it left no mark on the slate. 

"Herald, read the accusation! ” said the King. 

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the 
trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment scroll, and 
read as follows: 

“The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts. 

All on a summer day : 

Tlie Knave of Hearts, lie stole those tarts. 

And took them quite away I ” 

"Conader your verdict,” the King said to the jury. 

"Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. 
"There’s a great deal to come before that!” 

" Call the first witness,” said the King ; and the White 
Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and called out, 
"First witness!” 
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The jSrst witness was the Hatter. He came in with 
a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in 
the other. “I beg pardon, yotn: Majesty,” he began, 
"for bringing these in: but I hadn't quite finished my 
tea when I was sent for.” 

You ought to have finished,” said the King. " When 
did you begin ? ” 

The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had 
followed him into the court, arm-in-arm with the 
Dormouse. "Fourteenth of March, I think it was,” 
he said. 

“Fifteenth,” said the March Hare. 

“Sixteenth,” added the Dormouse. 

“Write that down,” the King said to the jury, and 
the jury eagerly wrote down all three dates on their 
slates, and then added them up, and reduced the answer 
to shfilings and pence. 

“Take off your hat,” the King said to the Hatter. 

“ It isn’t mine,” said the Hatter. 

''Stolen!*' the King exclaimed, tximing to the jury, 
who instantly made a memorandum of the fact. 

“I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as an 
explanation: "I’ve none of my own. I’m a hatter.” 

Here the Queen put on her si>ectacles, and began 
staring hard at the Hatter, who ttuned pale and 
fidgeted. 

"Give your evidence,” said the King; "and don’t be 
nervous, or I’ll have you executed on the spjot.” 

This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he 
kept shifting from one foot to the other, looking uneasily 
at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece 
out of his teacup instead of the bread-and-butter. 

Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, 
which puzzled her a good deal until she made out what 
it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, and she 
thought at first she would get up and leave the court; 
but on second thoughts she decided to remain where 
^e was as long as there was room for her. 

“ I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so,” said the Dormouse, 
who was sitting next to her, “I can hardly breathe.” 



ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


94 

"I can’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: "I'm 
growing.” 

"You’ve no right to grow here” said the Dormouse. 

"Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: "you 
know’ you’re growing too.” 

" Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said the 
Dormouse: "not in that ridiculous fashion.” And he 
got up very sxxUdly and crossed over to the other side 
of the court. 

All this time the Queen had never left off staring at 
the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed the court, 
she said to one of the ofiScers of the court, "Bring me 
the list of the singers in the last concert ! ” on which the 
wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook both his 
shoes off. 

"Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, 
"or I'll have you executed, whether you’re nervous 
or not.” 

"I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, 
in a trembling voice, "and I hadn't begun my tea — 
not above a week or so — and what with the bread-and- 
butter getting so thin — and the twinkling of the tea ” 

“The twinkling of the whai'i” said the King. 

" It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied. 

"Of course twinkling logins with a TT' said the King 
sharply. "Do you take me for a dunce? Go onl” 

“I’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, "and most 
things twinkled after that — only the March Hare 
said ” 

"I didn’t!” the March Hare interrupted in a great 
hurry. 

“You did! ” said the Hatter. 

"I deny it!” said the March Hare. 

"He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that part.” 

"Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said " the 

Hatter went on, looking anxiously roimd to see if he 
would deny it too: but the Dormouse denied nothing, 
being fast asleep. 

"After that,” continued the Hatter, "I cut some 
more bread-and-butter ” 
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“But what did the Dormouse say?" one of the jury 
asked. 

“That I can’t remember," said the Hatter. 

“You must remember," remarked the King, “or I'll 
have you executed." 

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread- 
and-butter, and went down on one knee. “I’m a poor 
man, your Majesty," he began. 

“You’re a very poor speaker," said the King. 

Here one of ^e guinea-pigs cheered, and was imme- 
diately suppressed by the officers of the court. (As 
that is rather a hard word, I will just explain to you 
how it was done. They had a large canvas bag, which 
tied up at the mouth with strings : into this they slipped 
the guinea-pig, head hrst, and then sat upon it.) 

“ I’m glad I’ve seen that done," thought Alice. “ I’ve 
so often read in the newspapers, at the end of trials, 
‘There was some attempt at applause, which was 
immediately suppressed by the officers of the court,’ 
and I never understood what it meant till now.” 

“If that’s all you know about it, you may stand 
down,” continued the King. 

“I can’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the 
floor, as it is.” 

" Then you may sit down,” the King replied. 

Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed. 

“ Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs I " thought Alice. 
“ Now we shall get on better.” 

"I’d rather finish my tea," said the Hatter, with an 
anxious look at the Queen, who was reading the list 
of singers. 

"You may go,” said the King; and the Hatter 
hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to put 
his shoes on. 

" — ^and just take his head off outside,” the Queen 
added to one of the officers; but the Hatter was out of 
sight before the officer could get to the door. 

“ CaU the next witness ! " said the King. 

The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She 
carried the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice guessed 
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who it was* even before she got into the court, by the 
way the people near the door began sneezing all at once. 

'*Give your evidence," said the King. 

"Shan’t," said the cook. 

The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, 
who said in a low voice, ‘*Your Majesty must cross- 
examine this witness." 

"Well, if I must, I must," the King said with a 
melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and frowning 
at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said 
in a deep voice, "What are tarts made of? " 

"Pepper, mostly," said the cook. 

"Treacle," said a sleepy voice behind her. 

"Collar that Dormouse," the Queen shrieked out 
"Behead that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out 
of cotart! Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his 
whiskers ! " 

For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, 
getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by the time 
they had settled down again, the cook had disappeared. 
Never mind!" said the King, with an air of great 
relief. "Call the next witness." And, he added in an 
undertone to the Queen, "Really, my dear, you must 
cross-examine the next witness. It quite makes my 
forehead ache!" 

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over 
the list, feeling very curious to see what the next witness 
would be like, " — for they haven’t got much evidence 
yet/* she said to herself. Imagine her surprise, when the 
White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little 
voice, the name "Alice!" 
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ALICE'S EVIDENCE 

‘'Here!'' cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of 
the moment how large she had grown in the last few 
minutes, and she jximped up in such a hurry that she 
tipped over the jury-box with the edge of her skirt, 
upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd 
below, and there they lay sprawling about, reminding 
her very much of a globe of gold fish she had accidentally 
upset the week before, 

"Oh, I beg your pardon!" she exclaimed in a tone of 
great ^smay, and began picking them up again as 
quickly as she could, for the accident of the gold-fish 
kept running in her head, and she had a vague sort of 
idea that they must be collected at once and put back 
into the jury-box, or they would die. 

"The tri^ cannot proceed,” said the King in a very 
grave voice, "until all the jurymen are back in their 
proper places — aU,” he repeated with great emphasis, 
looking hard at Alice as he said so. 

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her 
haste, she had put the Lizard in head downwards, and 
the poor little thing was waving its tail about in a 
melancholy way, being quite imable to move. She 
soon got it out again, and put it right; "not that it 
signifies much,” she said to herself; "I should think 
it would be quite as much use in the trial one way up 
as the other.” 

As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the 
shock of being upset, and their slates and pencils had 
been found and handed back to them, they set to work 
very diligently to write out a history of the accident, 
all except the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome 
to do anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing up 
into the roof of the coturt. 

"What do you know about this business? ” the King 
said to Alice. 
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" Nothing,” said Alice. 

"Nothing whatever“i persisted the King. 

"Nothing whatever,” said Alice. 

"That’s very important,” the King said, turning to 
the jury. They were just beginning to write this down 
on ^eir slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: 
“ t/iwimportant, your Majesty means, of course,” he said 
in a very respectful tone, but firowning and maidng faces 
at him as he spoke. 

" UMimportant, of course, I meant,” the King hastily 
said, and went on to himself in an imdertone, “important 

— ^unimportant — ^unimportant — important ” as if he 

were trying which word sounded best. 

Some of the jury wrote it down “imj^rtant,” and 
some “unimportant.” Alice could see this, as she was 
near enough to look over their slates; “but it doesn't 
matter a bit,” she thought to herself. 

At this moment the King, who had been for some 
time busily writing in his notebook, called out “ Silence I ” 
and read out from his book, “Rule Forty-two. AU 
persons more than a mile high to leave the court." 

Everybody looked at Alice. 

"7’w not a mile high,” said Alice. 

“You are,” said the Elmg. 

“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen. 

“Well, I shan’t go, at any rate,” said Alice: “besides, 
that's not a regular rule: you invented it just now.” 

“It’s the oldest nale in the book,” said the King. 

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice. 

The King turned pale, and shut his notebook hastily. 
“Consider your ver^ct,” he said to the jury, in a low 
trembling voice. 

“There’s more evidence to come yet, please your 
Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a 
great hurry: “this paper has just been picked up.” 

"What’s in it? ” said the Queen. 

“I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit, 
“but it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner to — 
to somebody." 

“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless 
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it was written to nobody, which isn’t usual, you 
know.” 

"Who is it directed to? ” said one of the jurymen. 

"It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit; 
"in fact, there’s nothing written on the outside” He 
unfolded the paper as he spoke, and added, "It isn't 
a letter, after all; it’s a set of verses.” 

"Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” adred 
another of the jurymen. 

"No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, **and 
that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The jury all 
looked puzzled.) 

"He must have imitated somebody else's hand,” said 
the King. (The jury all brightened up again.) 

"Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t 
write it, and they can’t prove I did: there’s no name 

^If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, "that only 
makes the matter worse. You must have meant some 
mischief, or else you’d have signed your name like an 
honest man.” 

There was a general clapping of hands at this: it was 
the first really Sever thing the King had said that day. 

"That proves his guilt,” said the Queen. 

"It proves nothing of the sort!” said Alice. “'Why, 
you don’t even know what they’re about!” 

“Read them,” said the King. 

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. "Where 
shall I begin, please your Majesty?” he asked. 

"Begin at the beginning,” the King said gravely, 
"and go on till you come to the end; then stop.” 

These were the verses the White Rabbit read; 

Tliey told me you had been to her, 

Aud mentioned me to him: 

She gave me a good character. 

But said I could not swim. 

He sent them word I had not gone, 

(We know it to be true) : 

If she should push the matter on. 

What would become of you ? 
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ALICE'S ADVENTURES 


I gave lier one, they gave Mm two. 

Yon gave us three or more ; 

They all returned from him to you. 

Though they were mine before. 

If I or she should chance to be 
Involved in tMs affair. 

He trusts to you to set them free. 

Exactly as we were. 

My notion was that you had been 
(Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle that came between 
Him, and ourselves, and it. 

Don’t let him know she liked them best. 

For this must ever be 

A secret, kept from all the rest. 

Between yourself and me/’ 

"That’s the most important piece of evidence we've 
heard yet,” said the King, rubbing his hands; “so now 
let the jury ” 

"If any one of them can explain it,” said Alice (she 
had grown so large in the last few minutes that she 
wasn’t a bit afraid of interrupting him), "I’ll give him 
sixpence. I don’t believe there’s an atom of meaning 
in it,” 

The jury all wrote down on their slates, " She doesn’t 
believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,” but none of 
them attempted to explain the paper. 

"If there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, "that 
saves a world of trouble, you Imow, as we needn’t try 
to find any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, 
spreading out the verses on his knee, and looking at 
them with one eye; "I seem to see some meaning in 

them, after all. ‘ — said I could not swim ' you 

can’t swim, can you? ” he added, turning to the Knave. 

The Knave shook his head sadly. "Do I look Kke 
it?” he said. (Which he certainly did not, being made 
entirely of cardboard.) 

"All right, so far,” said the King, and he went on 
muttering over the verses to himself: "'We know it 
to be true ' that’s the jury, of course — ‘I gave her 
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one, they gave him two * why, that must be what 

he did with the tarts, you know ” 

“But it goes on, ‘they all returned from him to you,’ ’’ 
said Alice. 

“Why, there they are! ” said the King triumphantly, 
pointing to the tarts on the table. “Nothing can be 
clearer than that. Then again — ^‘before she had this 

fit ’ you never had fits, my dear, I think? ’’ he said 

to the Queen. 

“Never!” said the Queen furiously, throwring an 
inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The unfortxmate 
little Bill had left off •writing on his slate with one 
finger, as he foimd it made no mark; but he now hastily 
began again, using "the ink, that was •trickling dowm 
his face, as long as it lasted.) 

“Then "the words don’t fit you,” said -the King, looking 
rotmd the court -with a smile. There was a dead silence. 



“It’s a pun!” the King added in an offended tone, 
and everybody laughed. 

“Let the jury consider -their verdict,” -the King said, 
for about the twentieth time that day. 

“No, no I” said the Queen. “Sentence first — verdict 
afterwards.” 
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ALICE'S ADVENTURES 


"Staff and nonsense!” said Alice loudly. “The idea 
of having the sentence first i ” 

"Hold your tongue! ” said the Queen, turning purple. 

“I won’t!” said Alice. 

"Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top 
of her voice. Nobody moved. 

"Who cares for you?” said Alice (she had grown to 
her full size by tlds time.) “You’re nothing but a 
pack of cards!” 

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came 
flying down upon her: she gave a little scream, half of 
fr^ht and half of anger, and tried to beat them off, 
and foimd herself lying on the bank, with her head in 
the lap of her sister, who was gently brushing away 
some dead leaves that had fluttered down ff'om the 
trees upon her face. 

" Wake up, AKce’ dear ! ” said her sister. " Why, what 
a long sleep you’ve had ! ” 

"Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice, 
and she told her sister, as well as she could remember 
them, all these strange Adventtues of hers that you 
have just been reading about; and when she had finished, 
her sister kissed her, and said, "It was a curious dream, 
dear, certainly : but now run in to your tea ; it's getting 
late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she 
ran, as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had 
been. 


But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her 
head on her hand, watching the setting sun, and think- 
ing of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till 
too began dreaming after a fashion, and this was 
her dream: 

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself, and once 
again the tiny hands were clasp>ed upon her knee, and 
the bright eager eyes were looking up into hers — she 
could hear the very tones of her voice, and see that 
queer little toss of her head to keep back the wandering 
hair that would always get into her eyes — ^and still as 
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she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole place around 
her became alive with the strange creatures of her 
little sister's dream. 

The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit 
hurried by — the frightened Mouse splashed his way 
through the neighbouring pool — she could hear the 
rattle of the teacups as the March Hare and his friends 
shared their never-ending meal, and the shrill voice 
of the Queen ordering off her imfortunate guests to 
execution — once more the pig-baby was sneezing on 
the Duchess's knee, while plates and dishes crashed 
around it — once more the shriek of the Gryphon, the 
squeaking of the Lizard's slate-pencil, and the choking 
of the suppressed guinea-pigs, filled the air, mixed up 
with the distant sobs of the miserable Mock Turtle. 

So she sat on with closed eyes, and half believed 
herself in Wonderland, though she knew she had but 
to open them again, and all would change to dull reality 
— ^the grass would be only rustling in the wind, and the 
pool rippling to the waving of the reeds — ^the rattling 
teacups would change to the tinkling sheep-beUs, and 
the Queen’s shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd boy 
— ^and the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, 
and all the other queer noises, would change (she ]^ew) 
to the confused clamour of the busy farm-yard — ^while 
the lowing of the cattle in the distance would take the 
place of the Mock Turtle's heavy sobs. 

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little 
sister of hers would, in the after-time, be herself a 
grown woman; and how she would keep, through all 
her riper years, the simple and loving heart of her 
childhood: and how she wotild gather about her other 
little children, and make their eyes bright and eager 
with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream 
of Wonderland of long ago: and how she would feel 
with all their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure in 
all their simple joys, remembering her own child-life, 
and the happy stunmer days. 
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Wh%te Pawn- {AHce) to play, and unn in eleven moves. 


vjl€m:k 

X. Alice meets K.. Q. X514 

a Alice tlirougrli Q/s 3rd 

ipy railway) . , X29 

to Q.'s 4th. {'Tweedle^ 

dum and 'Tweedledee) 137 
3- Alice meets W. Q. 

{with shawl) * . 147 

4, Alice to Q.*s 5thi (shop, 

river, shop) • .151 

5. Alice to Q*’s 6tli 

(Humpty X>ampty) , 156 

6 Alice to Q.'s 7tli 

(forest) . . , 166 

7 W. Kt- takes R. Kt, . 175 

S Alice to Q/s 8th. (coro- 
nation) , . , 186 

9, Alice becomes Queen 192 
lO- Alice castles (feast) . X94 
XX. Alice takes R.Q. wins 198 


JPAOK 

I. R. Q. to K, R/s 4th . 128 

a. W, Q. to Q. B/s 4th 

(after shawl) • . 157 

3. W. Q. to Q, B/s 5th 

{Jbecomes sheep) . 15 1 

4. W. Q. to K. B/s 8th 

(leaves egg on shelf) 155 

5. W, Q to Q. B/s 8th 

(flytng from JR Kt.) 171 
6 R. Kt. to K/s 2nd (ch.) 174 

7. W. Kt. to K. B.'s 5th X85 
8 R. Q to K/s sq. (ejeam- 

inatton) . . . 188 

9. Queens castle . . 193 

xo. W.Q to Q.R. 6th (soi 4 p) 198 
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PRE FA CE 


As the cliess-problem, given on the opposite page, has 
pnzzled some of my readers, it may be well to explain 
that it is correctly worked out, so far as the 'moves are 
concerned. The alternation^ of Red and White is perhaps 
not so strictly observed as it might be, and the castling** 
of the three Queens is merely a way of saying that they 
entered the palace: but the ''check** of the White King 
at move 6, the capture of the Red Knight at move 7, 
and the final "checkmate** of the Red King, will be 
found, by anyone who will take the trouble to set the 
pieces and play the moves as directed, to be strictly in 
accordance with the laws of the game. 

The new words, in the poem " Jabberwocky,** have 
given rise to some differences of opinion as to their 
pronunciation: so it may be well to give instructions 
on that point also. Pronoxmce "slithy** as if it were 
the two words ''sly, the**: make the "g** hard in "gyre** 
and "gimble**: and pronounce "rath** to rh5?me with 
"bath.** 



C:h[Ii^i> of -tlie piiare uzxoloiidLed "brow 
Axi-d. a.reaixLing eyes of woii<iearl 
*noLOxig:lx -tiane be flee*fc, and. I and *tbott 
-Ajre balf a life asTindeir, 

Xby loving^ sxxille will surely ball 
Xbe love-gift: of a falry-fale, 

I bave no*fc seen tby sunny face, 

ISTor beard tby silver laugbfer; 

No fbougbt: of me sball find a place 

In fby young life’s bereaftzer 

Enough fbaf now tbou wilt: not: fail 
Xo listen to my fairy-tale. 

A tale begjun in otber days, 

■Wben summer suns were glowing 

A simple obime, tbat served to time 

Xbe rb3rtbm of our rowing 

■’Wbose echoes live in memory yet, 

Xbougb envious years woxild say "forget.*® 

Come, bearben tben, ere voice of dread, 
Witb bitter tidings laden, 

Sball summon to unwelcome bed 
A melancboly maiden I 
We are but older cbaldren, dear. 

Who fret to find our bedtime near. 

Without, the frost, the blinding snow, 

Xbe stoirm-wind's moody madness 

Within, the firelight’s ruddy glow 
And childhood’s nest of gladness. 

Xbe magic words shall hold thee fastr 
Xhou shalt not heed the raving blast. 

And though the shadow of a sigh 
May tremble through the story, 

Eor " happy summer da^rs '' gone by. 

And vanish’d summer glory * 

It shall not touch with breath of bale 
Xhe pleasance of our fairy-tale. 
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CHAPTER I 


LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE 

One thing was certain, that the white kitten had had 
nothing to do with it: — it was the black kitten’s fault 
entirely. For the white kitten had been having its 
face washed by the old cat for the last quarter of an 
hour (and bearing it pretty well, considering); so you 
see that it couldn’t have had any hand in the mischief. 

The way Dinah washed her children's faces was this: 
first she held the poor thing down by its ear with one 
paw, and then with the other paw she rubbed its face 
all over, the wrong way, beginning at the nose : and just 
now, as I said, she was hard at work on the white kitten, 
whidb was lying quite still and trying to purr — no doubt 
feeling that it was all meant for its good. 

But the black kitten had been finished with earlier 
in the afternoon, and so, while Alice was sitting curled 
up in a comer of the great arm-chair, half talking to 
heirself and half asleep, the kitten had been having a 
grand game of romps with the ball of worsted Alice 
had been trying to wind up, and had been rolling it 
up and down till it had all come undone again; and 
there it was, spread over the hearth-rug, all knots and 
tangles, with the kitten running after its own tail in 
the middle. 

“Oh, you wicked, wicked little thing!” cried Alice, 
catching up the kitten, and giving it a little kiss to make 
it understand that it was in disgrace. “Really, Dinah 
ought to have taught you better manners! You ought, 
Dinah, you know you ought!” she added, looking 
reproachfully at the old cat, and speaking in as cross 
a voice as she could manage — and then she scrambled 
back into the arm-chair, taking the kitten and worsted 
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with her, and began winding up the ball again. But 
she didn’t get on very fast, as she was talking all the 
time, sometimes to the kitten, and sometimes to herself. 
Kitty sat very demurely on her knee, pretending to 
watch the progress of the winding, and now and then 
putting out one paw and gently touching the bail, as 
tf it would be glad to help if it might. 

"Do you know what to-morrow is, Kitty?” Alice 
began. "You'd have guessed if you’d been up in the 
window with me — only Dinah was making you tidy, 
so you couldn't. I was watching the boys getting in 
sticks for the bonfire — ^and it wants plenty of sticks, 
Kitty 1 Only it got so cold, and it snowed so, they had 
to leave off. Never mind, Kitty, we’ll go and see the 
bonfire to-morrow.” Here Alice wotmd two or three 
turns of the worsted rotmd the kitten’s neck, just to 
see how it would look: this led to a scramble, in which 
the ball rolled down upon the floor, and yards and yards 
of it got unwotmd again. 

"Do you know, I was so angry, Kitty,” Alice went 
on, as soon as they were comfortably settled again, 
"when I saw all the mischief you had been doing, I was 
very nearly opening the window, and putting you out 
into the snow I And you’d have deserved it, you little 
mischievous darling! What have you got to say for 
yourself? Now don’t interrupt mel” she went on, 
holding up one finger. "I’m going to tell you all your 
faults. Number one: you squeaked twice while Dinah 
was washing your face this morning. Now you can't 
deny it, Eatty, for I heard you I What’s that you say ? ” 
(pretending that the kitten was speaking). "Her paw 
went into your eye? Well, that’s your fault, for keeping 
your eyes open — ^if you’d shut them tight up, it wouldn’t 
have happened. Now don’t make any more excuses, 
but listen! Number two: you pulled Snowdrop away 
by the tail just as I had put down the saucer of nnilk 
before her! What, you were thirsty, were you? How 
do you know she wasn’t thirsty too? Now for number 
three: you unwotmd every bit of the worsted while 
I wasn’t lookingl 
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"That’s three faiilts, Kitty, and you’ve not been 
punished for any of them yet. You know I’m saving 
up aU your punishments for Wednesday week — Suppose 
they had saved up all my punishments!” she went on, 
talking more to herself than the kitten. "What would 
they do at the end of a year? I should be sent off to 
prison, I suppose, when the day came. Or — ^let me 
see — suppose each punishment was to be going without 
a dinner: then, when the miserable day came, I should 
have to go without fifty dinners at once! Well, I 
shouldn’t mind that much! I’d far rather go without 
them than eat them! 

"Do you hear the snow against the window-panes, 
Kitty? How nice and soft it sounds! Just as if some- 
one was kissing the window all over outside. I wonder 
if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it kisses 
them so gently? And then it covers them up snug, 
you know, with a white quilt; and perhaps it says, 
‘Go to sleep, darlings, till the summer comes again.' 
And when they wake up in the summer, Kitty, they 
dress themselves all in green, and dance about — when- 
ever the wind blows — oh, that’s very pretty!” cried 
Alice, dropping the ball of worsted to clap her hands. 
"And I do so wish it was true! I’m smre the woods 
look sleepy in the autumn, when the leaves are getting 
brown. 

"Kitty, can you play chess? Now, don’t smile, my 
dear, I’m asking it seriously. Because, when we were 
pla3dng just now, you watched just as if you under- 
stood it: and when I said ‘Check!’ you purred! Well, 
it was a nice check, Kitty, and really I might have won, 
if it hadn’t been for that nasty Knight, that came 
wriggling down among my pieces. Kitty, dear, let’s 

pretend ” And here I wish I could tell you half 

the things Alice used to say, beginning with her favourite 
phrase, "Let’s pretend.” She had had quite a long 
argument with her sister only the day before — all 
because Alice had begun with, "Let’s pretend we’re 
kings and queens”; and her sister, who liked being 
very exact, had argued that they couldn’t, because 
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there were only two of them, and Alice had been reduced 
at last to say, “Well, you can be one of them then, and 
I’ll be all the rest.” And once she had really frightened 
her old nurse by shouting suddenly in her ear, “ Nurse 1 
Do let’s pretend that I’m a hungry hyaena, and you’re 
a bone! ” 

But this is taking us away from Alice’s speech to 
the kitten. " Let’s pretend that you're the Red Queen, 
Kutty I Do you know, I think, if you sat up and folded 
your arms, you’d look exactly like her. Now do try, 
there’s a dear!” And Alice got the Red Queen off the 
table, and set it up before the kitten as a model for it 
to imitate: however, the thing didn’t succeed, princi- 
pally, Alice said, because the kitten wouldn’t fold its 
arms properly. So, to ptmish it, she held it up to the 
Looking-glass, that it mig^ht see how sulky it was” — 
“and if you're not good directly,” she added, "I’ll put 
you through into Looking-glass House. How would you 
like thafi 

“Now, if you’ll only attend, Kitty, and not talk so 
much. I’ll teU you aU my ideas about Looking-glass 
House. First, there’s the room you can see through 
the glass — that's just the same as our drawing-room, 
only the things go the other way. I can see all of it 
when I get upon a chair — all but the bit just behind the 
fire-place. Oh ! I do so wish I could see that bit ! I want 
so much to know whether they've a fire in the winter: 
you never can teU, you know, unless our jSre smokes, 
and then smoke comes up in that room too — ^but that 
may be only pretence, just to make it look as if they 
had a fire. Well then, the books are something like 
our books, only the words go the wrong way; I know 
that, because I've held up one of our books to the glass, 
and then they hold up one in the other room. 

“How wordd you like to live in Looking-glass House, 
Kitty? I wonder if they’d give you milk, there? 
Perhaps Looking-glass milk isn’t good to drink — ^But 
oh, Kitty! now we come to the passage. You can just 
^e a little peep of the passage in Looking-glass House, 
if you leave the door of our drawing-room wide open: 
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and it’s very like otxr passage as far as you can see, 
only you know it may be quite different on beyond. 
Oh, Kitty I how nice it would be if we could only get 
iJirough into Looking-glass House! I’m sure it’s got, 
oh! such beautiful things in it! Let’s pretend there’s 
a way of getting through into it somehow, Kitty. Let's 
pretend the glass has got soft Uke gauze, so that we can 
get through. Why, it’s turning into a sort of mist now, 

I declare! It’ll be easy enough to get through ” 

She was up on the chimney-piece while she said this, 
though she hardly knew how she had got there. And 
certainly the glass was beginning to melt away. Just 
like a bright silvery mist. 

In another moment Alice was through the glass, and 
had jumped lightly down into the Looking-glass room. 
The very first thing she did was to look whether there 
was a fire in the fire-place, and she was quite pleased 
to find that there was a real one, and blazing away as 
brightly as the one she had left behind. "So I shall 
be as warm here as I was in the old room,’’ thought 
Alice: "warmer, in fact, because there’ll be no one 
here to scold me away from the fire. Oh, what ftm 
it’ll be, when they see me through the glass in here, 
and can’t get at me!’’ 

Then she began looking about, and noticed that what 
could he seen from the old room was quite common and 
uninteresting, but that aU the rest was as different as 
possible. For instance, the pictures on the wall next 
the fire seemed to be all alive, and the very clock on 
the chimney-piece (you know you can only see the 
back of it in the Looking-glass) had got the face of a 
little old man, and grinned at her. 

"They don’t keep this room so tidy as the other,” 
Alice thought to herself, as she noticed several of the 
chessmen down in the hearth among the cinders: but in 
another moment, with a little "Oh!” of surprise, she 
was down on her hands and knees watching them. 
The chessmen were walking about, two and two! 

"Here are the Red King and the Red Queen,” Alice 
said (in a whisper, for fear of frightening them), '*and 
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there axe the White Eling and the White Queen sitting 
on the edge of the shovel — and here are two Castles 
walking arm in arm — I don’t think they can hear me.” 
she went on, as she put her head closer down, " and I’m 
nearly sure they can’t see me. I feel as if I were 
invisible ’ ’ 

Here something began squeaking on the table, and 
made Alice turn her head just in time to see one of the 
White Pawns roll over and begin kicking: she watched 
it with great curiosity to see what would happen next. 

“ It is the voice of my child ! ” the "White Queen cried 
out, as she rushed past the King, so violently that she 
knocked him over among the cinders. "My precious 
Lilyl My imperial kitten!” and she began scrambling 
wildly up the side of the fender. 

“Imperial fiddlestick!” said the King, rubbing his 
nose, which had been hurt by the fall. He had a right 
to be a litUe annoyed, for he was covered with ashes 
from head to foot. 

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and, as the poor 
httle Lily was nearly screaming herself into a fit, she 
hastily picked up the Queen and set her upon the table 
by the side of her noisy little daughter. 

The Queen gasped, and sat down: the rapid journey 
through the air had quite taken away her breath, and 
for a minute or two she could do nothing but hug the 
little Lily in silence. As soon as she had recovered 
her breath a little, she called out to the White King, 
who was sitting sulkily among the ashes, "Mind the 
volcano!” 

"What volcano? ” said the Bang, looking up anxiously 
into the fire, as if he thought that was the most likely 
place to find one. 

"Blew — ^me — ^up,” panted the Queen, who was still 
a little out of breath. “ Mind you come up — ^the regular 
way — don’t get blown up ! ” 

Alice watched the White King as he slowly struggled 
up from bar to bar, till at last she said, "Why, you’ll be 
hours and hours getting to the table, at that rate. I’d 
far better help you, hadn’t I? ” But the King took no 
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notice of the question: it was quite clear that he could 
neither hear her nor see her 

So Alice picked him up very gently, and lifted him 
across more slowly than she had lifted the Queen, that 
she mightn't take his breath away: but, before she put 
him on the table, she thought she might as well dust 
him a little, he was so covered with ashes. 

She said afterwards that she had never seen in all 
her life such a face as the King made, when he fotmd 
himself held in the air by an invisible hand, and being 
dusted: he was far too much astonished to cry out, but 
his eyes and his mouth went on getting larger and 
larger, and rounder and roimder, till her hand shook 
so with laughing that she nearly let him drop upon 
the floor. 

“Oh! please don’t make such faces, my dear!’’ she 
cried out, quite forgetting that the King couldn’t hear 
her. “You make me laugh so that I can hardly hold 
you! And don’t keep your mouth so wide open! All 
the ashes will get into it — ^there, now I think you’re 
tidy enough!’’ she added, as she smoothed his hair, 
and set him down very carefully upon the table near 
the Queen. 

The King immediately fell flat on his back, and lay 
perfectly still: and Alice was a little alarmed at what 
she had done, and went round the room to see if she 
cordd find any water to throw over him. However, 
she could find nothing but a bottle of ink, and when 
she got back with it she foimd he had recovered, and 
he and the Queen were talking together in a frightened 
whisper — so low, that Alice could hardly hear what 
they said. 

Tlie King was saying, “ I assure you, my dear, I turned 
cold to the very ends of my whiskers ! ’’ 

To which the Queen replied, "You haven’t got any 
whiskers.’’ 

“The horror of that moment,’’ the King went on, 
“I shall never, never forget!’* 

“You will, though,’’ the Queen said, "if you don't 
make a memorandum of it." 
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Alice looked on -with great interest as the King took 
an enormous memorandum - book out of his pocket, 
and began writing. A sudden thought struck her, and 
die took hold of the end of the pencil, which came some 
wray over his shoulder, and began writing for him. 

The poor King looked puzzled and unhappy, and 
stiruggled with the pencil for some time without saying 
anything; but Alice was too strong for him, and at last 
he panted out, “My dear! I really must get a thinner 
pencil. I can’t manage this one a bit; it writes all 

manner of things that I don’t intend ’’ 

“What manner of things? ’’ said the Queen, looking 
over the book (in which AJice had put, “The White 
Knight is sliding down the poker. He balances very 
badly ’*). “ That’s not a memorandum of your feelings ! '' 

There was a book Ijing near Alice on the table, and 
nrhile she sat watching the White King (for she was 
still a little anxious about him, and had the ink all 
ready to throw over him, in case he fainted again), she 
turned over the leaves, to find some part that she could 
read, “ — ^for it’s all in some language I don’t know," 
she said to herself. 

It was like this : 


YHOOW5I3aaAl 

#ovoJ xxfJilz sdi btiB .^iIIiKi aiswT* 
tsdjsw ods nl alcfmxg bnfi 31^3 £>*<!•' 

.zsvogoiod adi anaw yamim IIA 
smom adi boA 

She puzzled over this for some time, but at last a 
blight thought struck her. “Why, it’s a Looking-glass 
book, of course I And if I hold it up to a glass, the words 
will all go the right way again.’’ 

This was the poem that Alice read. 

JABBERWOCKY 

’Twas bnllig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyxe and gimble in the wabe; 

All mimsy were the borogoves. 

And the mome raths outgzabe 
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^'Beware the Jabberwock, my soul 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch i 

Beware the Jabjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch I ** 

He took his vorpal sword in hand : 

Tong time the manxome foe he sought — - 

So rested he by the Tumtum tree. 

And stood awhile in thought. 

And as in ufhsh thought he stood. 

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame. 

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood. 

And burbled as it came I 

One, two I One, two ! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack I 

He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back. 

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 

Come to my arms, my beamish boy I 

O frabjous day I Callooh ! Callay ! " 

He chortled in his joy. 

*Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe ; 

All mimsy were the borogoves. 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

It seems very pretty/' she said when she had 
finished it, ''but it's rather hard to understand! ” (You 
see she didn’t like to confess even to herself, that she 
couldn't make it out at all.) "Somehow it seems to 
fill my head with ideas — only I don’t exactly know what 
they axe! However, somebody killed something i that's 
clear, at any rate " 

"But oh!" thought Alice, suddenly jumping up, "if 
I don't make haste I shall have to go back through the 
Looking-glass, before I've seen what the rest of the 
house is like! Let's have a look at the garden first!" 
She was out of the room in a moment, and ran down 
stairs — or, at least, it wasn't exactly running, but a 
new invention for getting down stairs quickly and easily, 
as Alice said to herself. She just kept the tips of her 
fingers on the hand-rail, and floated gently down without 
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even touching the stairs with her feet; then she floated 
on through the haU, and would have gone straight out 
at the door in the same way, if she hadn't caught hold 
of the door-post. She was getting a little giddy with 
so much floating in the air, and was rather glad to find 
herself walking again in the natural way. 


CHAPTER II 

THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS 

"I SHOULD see the garden far better,” said Alice to 
herself, "if I could get to the top of that hill: and here's 
a path that leads straight to it — ^at least, no, it doesn’t 

do that ” (after going a few yards along the path, 

and turning several sharp corners^, "but I suppose it 
vraU at last. But how curiously it twists! It's more 
like a corkscrew than a path! Well, this turn goes to 
the hiU, I suppose — ^no, it doesn’t! This goes straight 
back to the house ! Well then. I’ll try it the other way.” 

And so she did: wandering up and down, and trying 
turn after turn, but always coming back to the house, 
do what she would. Indeed, once, when she turned a 
comer rather more quickly than usual, she ran against 
it before she could stop herself. 

“It's no use talking about it,” Alice said, looking 
up at the house and pretending it was arguing with her. 
"I’m not going in again yet. I know I should have to 
get through the Looking-glass again — back into the old 
room — and there’d be an end of all my adventures ! ” 
So, resolutely tinning her back upon the house, she 
set out once more down the path, determined to keep 
straight on till she got to the hill. For a few minutes 
all went on well, and she was just saying, " I really shaU 

do it this time ” when the path gave a sudden twist 

and shook itself (as she described it afterwards), and 
the next moment she found herself actually walking in 
at the door. 
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"Oh, it*s too bad!" she cried. "I never saw such a 
house for getting in the way! Never! " 

However, there was the hill full in sight, so there was 
nothing to be done but start again. This time she came 
upon a large flower-bed, with a border of daisies, and a 
willow-tree growing in the middle. 

"O Tiger-lily,” said Alice, addressing herself to one 
that was waving gracefully about in the wind, "I wish 
you could talk! ” 

"We can talk,” said the Tiger-lily: "when there’s 
anybody worth talking to.” 

Alice was so astonished that she couldn't speak for 
a minute: it quite seemed to take her breath away. 
At length, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving about, 
she spoke again, in a timid voice — almost in a whisper. 
"And can all the flowers talk? ” 

"As well eis you can,” said the Tiger-lily. "And a 
great deal louder.” 

"It isn’t manners for us to begin, you know,” said 
the Rose, “and I really was wondering when you’d 
speak! Said I to myself, ‘Her face has got some sense 
in it, though it’s not a clever one!’ Still, you’re the 
right colour, and that goes a long way.” 

"I don’t care about the colour,” the Tiger-lily 
remarked. "If only her petals curled up a little 
more, she’d be all right.” 

Alice didn’t like being criticised, so she began asking 
questions: "Aren't you sometimes frightened at being 
planted out here, wdth nobody to take care of you? ” 

"There’s the tree in the middle,” said the Rose. 
"What else is it good for?” 

"But what could it do, if any danger came?” Alice 
asked. 

"It could bark,” said the Rose. 

"It says, ‘ Bough-wough ! ' ” cried a Daisy: "that’s 
why its branches are called boughs!” 

"Didn’t you know that'i** cried another Daisy, and 
here they all began shouting together, till the air seemed 
quite full of little shrill voices. "Silence, every one of 
you!” cried the Tiger-lily, waving itself passionately 
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fiom side to side, and trembling with excitement. 
"They know I can't get at them!” it panted, bending 
its quivering head towards Alice, "or they wouldn’t 
dare do it!” 

"Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing tone, and 
stooping down to the daisies, who were just beginning 
again, she whispered, "If you don’t hold your tongues. 
I’ll pick you! ” 

There was silence in a moment, and several of the 
pink daisies turned white. 

"That’s right!” said the Tiger-lily. *'The daisies 
are worst of all. When one speaks, they all begin 
together, and it’s enough to make one wither to hear 
the way they go on!” 

"How is it you can all talk so nicely?” Alice said, 
hoping to get it into a better temper by a compliment. 
"I’ve been in many gardens before, but none of the 
flowers could talk.” 

" Put yotir hand down, and feel the groimd,” said the 
Tiger-lily. "Then you'E know why.” 

Alice did so. "It's very hard,” she said, "but I don’t 
see what that has to do with it.” 

"In most gardens,” the Tiger-Hly said, "they make 
the beds too soft — so that the flowers are always asleep.” 

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice was quite 
pleased to know it. “ I never thought of that before ! ” 
she said. 

"It’s *ny opinion you never think at all’’ the Rose 
said in a rather severe tone. 

"I never saw anybody that looked stupider,” a Violet 
said, so suddenly, that Alice quite jumped; for it hadn’t 
spoken before. 

"Hold your tongue!” cried the Tiger-lily. “As if 
you ever saw anybody! You keep your head under 
the leaves, and snore away there till you know no more 
what’s going on in the world, than if you were a bud ! ” 

"Are there any more people in the garden besides 
me?” Alice said, not choosing to notice the Rose’s last 
remark. 

"There’s one other flower in the garden that can 



THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 121 

move about like you/’ said the Rose. "I wonder how 

you do it ” ("You’re always wondering/’ said the 

Tiger-lily), "but she’s more bushy than you are.” 

"Is she like me? ” Alice asked eagerly, for the thought 
crossed her mind, “There’s another little girl in the 
garden somewhere I” 

"Well, she has the same awkward shape as you,” 
the Rose said: "but she’s redder — ^and her petais are 
shorter, I think.” 

"Her petals are done up dose, almost like a dahlia,” 
the Tiger-lily interrupted: "not tumbled about any- 
how, like yours.” 

" But that’s not your fault,” the Rose added kindly : 
"you’re beginning to fade, you know — and then one 
can’t help one’s petals getting a little untidy.” 

Alice didn't like this idea at all: so, to change the 
subject, she asked, "Does she ever come out here?’' 

" I dare say you’ll see her soon,” said the Rose. " She’s 
one of the thorny kind.” 

" Where does she wear the thorns ? ” Alice asked with 
some curiosity. 

"Why, all roimd her head, of course,” the Rose 
replied. “I was wondering you hadn’t got some too 
I thought it was the regular rule.” 

"She's coming!” cried the Larkspur. "I hear her 
footstep, thump, thump, along the gravel-walk!” 

Alice looked rotmd eagerly, and found that it was 
the Red Queen. “She’s grown a good deal!” was her 
first remark. She had indeed: when Alice first found 
her in the ashes, she had been only three inches high 
— and here she was, half a head taller than Alice herself ! 

"It’s the fresh air that does it,” said the Rose: 
"wonderfully fine air it is, out here.” 

"I think I’ll go and meet her,” said Alice, for, though 
the flowers were very interesting, she felt that it would 
be far grander to have a talk with a real Queen. 

“You can't possibly do that,” said the Rose: "/ 
should advise you to walk the other way.” 

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she said nothing, 
but set off at once towards the Red Queen. To her 
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surprise, she lost sight of her in a moment, and found 
herself walking in at the front-door again. 

A little provoked, she drew back and, after looking 
ever 3 rwhere for the Queen (whom she spied out at last, 
a long way off), she thought she would try the plan, 
this time, of walking in the opposite direction. 

It succeeded beautifully. She had not been walking 
a minute before she found herself face to face with the 
Red Queen, and full in sight of the hill she had been so 
long aiming at. 

'‘Where do you come from?*' said the Red Queen. 
“And where are you going? Look up, speak nicely, 
and don't twiddle your fingers all the time.'' 

Alice attended to all these directions, and explained, 
as well as she could, that she had lost her way. 

“ I don't know what you mean by your way,’’ said 
the Queen: “all the ways about here belong to me — 
but why did you come out here at all? '' she added in 
a kinder tone. "Ciortsey while you’re thinking what 
to say. It saves time,” 

Alice wondered a little at this, but she was too much 
in awe of the Queen to disbelieve it. " I’ll try it when 
I go home,” she thought to herself, “the next time I’m 
a little late for dinner.” 

“It's time for you to answer now,” the Queen said, 
looking at her watch: "open yotxr mouth a little wider 
when you speak, and always say ‘your Majesty.”' 

“I only wanted to see what the garden was like, 
your Majesty ” 

“That’s right,” said the Queen, patting her on the 
head, which Alice didn't like at all: “though, when 
you say ‘garden,’ I’ve seen gardens, compared with 
which this would be a wilderness.” 

Alice didn’t dare to argue the point, but went on: 
“ — ^and I thought I'd try and find my way to the top 
of that hiU " 

“When you say ‘hill,’” the Queen interrupted, “7 
could show you hiUs, in comparison with which you'd 
call that a valley.” 

"No, I shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into con- 
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tradicting her at last: "a hill can’t be a valley, you 
know. That would be nonsense ” 

The Red Queen shook her head. “You may call it 
'nonsense' if you like,” she said, “but I’ve heard 
nonsense, compared with which that would be as 
sensible as a dictionary!” 

Alice curtseyed again, as she was afraid from the Queen’s 
tone that she was a UMe offended: and they walked on 
in silence till they got to the top of the little hill. 

For some minutes Alice stood without speaking, 
looking out in all directions over the coimtry — and a 
most curious cotmtry it was. There were a number 
of little brooks running across from side to side, and 
the ground between was divided up into squares by 
a number of hedges, that reached from brook to brook. 

“I declare it’s marked out just like a large chess- 
board!” Ahce said at last. “There ought to be some 
men moving about somewhere — and so there are!” she 
added in a tone of delight, and her heart began to beat 
quick with excitement as she went on. “It’s a great 
game of chess that’s being played — ^all over the world — 
if this is the world at all, you know. Oh, what fun it 
is! How I wish I was one of them! I wouldn’t mind 
being a Pawn, if only I might join — ^though of course 
I should like to be a Queen, best.” 

She glanced rather shyly at the real Queen as she 
said this, but her companion only smiled pleasantly, 
and said, "That’s easily managed. You can be the 
White Queen’s Pawn, if you like, as Lily’s too young 
to play; and you’re in the Second Square to begin with: 
when you get into the Eighth Square you’ll be a Queen 

” Just at this moment, somehow or other, they 

began to run. 

Alice never could quite make out, in thinking it over 
afterwards, how it was that they began; all she remem- 
bers is, that they were running hand in hand, and the 
Queen went so fast that it was all she coiold do to keep 
up with her; and still the Queen kept crying “Faster!” 
but Alice felt she could not go faster, though she had 
no breath to say so. 
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The most curious part of the thing was, that the trees 
and the other things round them never changed their 
places at all: however fast they went, they never seemed 
to pass anything. “I wonder if all the things move 
along with us? ” thought poor puzzled Alice. And the 
Queen seemed to guess her thoughts, for she cried, 
“Faster! Don’t try to talk!’’ 

Not that Alice had any idea of doing that. She felt 
as if she would never be able to talk again, she was 
gettmg so out of breath: and still the Queen cried, 
“Faster! Faster!” and dragged her along. “Are we 
nearly there?” Alice managed to pant out at last. 

“Nearly there!” the Queen repeated. “Why, we 
passed it ten minutes ago! Faster!” And they ran 
on for a time in silence, with the wind whistling in 
Alice’s ears, and almost blowing her hair off her head, 
she fancied. 

“Now! Now!” cried the Queen. "Faster! Faster!” 
And they went so fast that at last they seemed to skim 
through the air, hardly touching the ground with their 
feet, till suddenly, just as AJice was getting quite 
exhausted, they stopped, and she found herself sitting 
on the ground, breathless and giddy. 

The Queen propped her against a tree, and said 
kindly, “You may rest a little now.” 

Alice looked round her in great surprise. “Why, 
I do believe we've been under this tree all the time! 
Everything’s just as it was!” 

“ Of course it is,” said the Queen : “ what would you 
have it ? ” 

"Well, in our country,” said Alice, still panting a 
little, “you’d generally get to somewhere else — if you 
ran very fast for a long time, as we’ve been doing.” 

“A slow sort of cotmtryl” said the Queen. "Now, 
here, you see, it takes all the running you can do, to 
keep in the same place. If you want to get somewhere 
else, you must run at least twice as fast as that!” 

"I’d rather not try, please!" said Alice. “I’m quite 
content to stay here — only I am so hot and thirsty!” 

"T know what you*d Mke*” the Queen said good- 
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natoredly, taking a little box out of her pocket. ** Have 
a biscuit? ” 

Alice thought it would not be civil to say, “No,” 
though it wasn’t at all what she wanted. So she 
took it, and ate it as well as she could: and it was very 
dry; and she thought she had never been so nearly 
choked in all her life. 

"While you’re refreshing yotuself,” said the Queen, 
“ I'll just take the measurements.” And she took a 
ribbon out of her pocket, marked in inches, and began 
measuring out the ground, and sticking little pegs in 
here and there. 

“At the end of two yards,” she said, putting in a 
I>eg to mark the distance, “ I shall give you your direc- 
tions — ^have another biscuit ? ” 

"No, thank you,” said Alice: "one’s quite enough I” 

"Thirst quenched, I hope?” said the Queen. 

Alice did not know what to say to this, but luckily 
the Queen did not wait for an answer, but went on. 
"At the end of three yards I shall repeat them — ^for 
fear of your forgetting them. At the end of four, 
I shall say good-bye. And at the end of five, I shaU go ! ” 

She had got all the pegs put in by this time, and 
Alice looked on with great interest as she returned to 
the tree, and then began slowly walking down the row. 

At the two-yard peg she faced round, and said, 
"A pawn goes two squares in its first move. So you’ll 
go very quickly through the Third Square — ^by railway, 
I should think — and you’ll find yoxirself in the Fourth 
Square in no time. Well, that square belongs to Tweedle- 
dum and Tweedledee — ^the Fifth is mostly water — ^the 
Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty — ^But you make 
no remark? ” 

"I — I didn’t know I had to make one — ^just then,” 
Alice faltered out. 

“You should have said,” the Queen went on in a tone 
of grave reproof, “‘It’s extremely kind of you to tell 
me all this’ — ^however, we’U suppose it said — the 
Seventh Square is all forest — ^however, one of the 
Kni ght s will show you the way — and in the Eighth 
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Square we shall be Queens together, and it's all feasting 
and fun!" Alice got up and curtseyed, and sat down 
again. 

At the next peg the Queen turned again, and said, 
"Speak in French when you can't think of the English 
for a thing — ^tum out your toes as you walk — ^and 
remember who you are!" She did not wait for Alice 
to curtsey this time, but walked on quickly to the next 
peg, where she turned to say “good-bye," and then 
hurried on to the last. 

How it happened, Alice never knew, but exactly as 
she came to the last peg, she was gone. Whether she 
vanished into the air, or ran quickly into the wood 
(“and she can run very fast! ” thought Alice), there was 
no way of guessing, but she was gone, and Alice began 
to remember that she was a Pawn, and that it would 
soon be time to move. 


CHAPTER ni 

rOOKING-GLASS INSECTS 

Of course the first thing to do was to make a grand 
survey of the country she was going to travel through. 
“It's something very Hke learning geography," thought 
Alice, as she stood on tiptoe in hopes of being able to 
see a little further. “Principal rivers — ^there are none. 
Principal mountains — I’m on the only one, but I don't 
think it’s got any name. Principal towns — ^why what 
are those creatures, making honey down there? They 
can't be bees — ^nobody ever saw bees a mile off, you 

know ” and for some minutes she stood silent, 

watching one of them that was bustling about among 
the flowers, poking its proboscis into them, “just as 
if it was a regular bee,” thought Alice. 

However, this was anything but a r^ular bee: in 
fact, it was an elephant — ^as Alice soon found out, 
though the idea quite took her breath away at first. 
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''And what enormous flowers they must be!'* was her 
next idea. "Something like cottages with the roofs 
taken off, and stalks put to them — and what quantities 
of honey they must make! I think I’ll go down and 
— ^no, I won’t go jt*st yet/* she went on, checking 
herself just as she was beginning to nm down the hill, 
and tr3ring to find some excuse for turning shy so 
suddenly. “It’ll never do to go down among them 
without a good long branch to brush them away — ^and 
what fun it’ll be when they ask me how I hked my 

walk. I shall say — ‘Oh, I Uked it well enough ’ 

(here came the favourite little toss of the head), ‘only 
it was so dusty and hot, and the elephants did tease sol”' 

"I think I’ll go down the other way,’’ she said after 
a pause: ‘‘and perhaps I may visit the elephants 
later on. Besides, I do so want to get into the Third 
Square!’’ 

So with this excuse she ran down the hill and jumped 
over the first of the six little brooks. 


"Tickets, please!" said the Guard, putting his head 
in at the window. In a moment everybody was holding 
out a ticket : they were about the same size as the people, 
and quite seemed to fill the carriage. 

"Now then! Show your ticket, child!’’ the Guard 
went on, looking angrily at Alice. And a great many 
voices all said together ("like the chorus of a song,’’ 
thought Alice), "Don’t keep him waiting, child! Why, 
his time is worth a thousand pounds a minute ! *’ 

"I’m afraid I haven’t got one,’’ Alice said in a frigh- 
tened tone: "there wasn’t a ticket-office where I came 
from.’’ And again the chorus of voices went on. 
"There wasn’t room for one where she came from. 
The land there is worth a thousand pounds an inch ! ’’ 
"Don’t make excuses,’’ said the Guard: "you should 
have bought one from the engine-driver.’’ And once 
more the chorus of voices went on with, "The man 
that drives the engine. Why, the smoke alone is worth 
a thousand pounds a puff ! ’’ 
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Alice thouglit to herself, "Then there's no nse in 
speaking.” The voices didn’t join in this time, as she 
hadn't spoken, but, to her great surprise, they all 
ihoughf in chorus (I hope you understand what thinking 
in chorus means — for I must confess that I don’t), 
"Better say nothing at aU. Language is worth a 
thousand pounds a word!” 

"I shall dream about a thousand pounds to-night, 
I know I shall!” thought Alice. 

AU this time the Guard was looking at her, jSrst 
through a telescope, then through a microscope, and 
then through an opera-glass. At last he said, "You’re 
travelling the wrong way,” and shut up the window 
and went away. 

"So young a chUd," said the gentleman sitting 
opposite to her (he was dressed in white paper), "ought 
to know which way she’s going, even if she doesn’t 
know her own name!” 

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in 
white, shut his eyes and said in a loud voice, " She ought 
to know her way to the ticket-ojB&ce, even if she doesn’t 
know her alphabet ! ” 

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it was a 
very queer set of passengers altogether), and, as the 
rule seemed to be that they should aU speak in turn, 
he went on with, "She’U have to go back from here as 
luggage!” 

Alice couldn’t see who was sitting beyond the Beetle, 

but a hoarse voice spoke next. "Change engines ” 

it said, and there it choked and was obliged to leave ofi. 

"It sotmds like a horse,” Alice thought to herself. 
And an extremely smaU voice, close to her ear, said, 

*Ycu might make a joke on that somethxog about *bome' and 'hoarse,' you 

know." 

Then a very gentle voice in the distance said, "She 
must be labelled, ‘Lass, with care,* you know ” 

And after that other voices went on (" What a number 
of people there are in the carriage!” thought Alice), 
asying, “She must go by post, as she*s got a head on 
her ** "She must ^ sent as a message by the 
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telegraph “She mxist draw the train herself the 

rest of the way and so on. 

But the gentleman dressed in white paper leaned 
forwards and whispered in her ear, “Never mind what 
they all say, my dear, but take a return-ticket every 
time the train stops.” 

“ Indeed I shan’t ! ” Alice said rather impatiently. 
“I don’t belong to this railway journey at all — I was 
in a wood just now — ^and I wish I could get back there 1 ” 

“You might make a joke on tfcrf” Said the little VoicC ClOSe tO 
her ear: “something about ‘you would if yon could,’ you know.” 

“Don’t tease so,” said Alice, looking about in v ain 
to see where the voice came from; “if you’re so 
anxious to have a joke made, why don’t you make 
one yourself?” 

The little voice sighed deeply: it was very unhappy, 
evidently, and Alice would have said something pit5dng 
to comfort it, "if it would only sigh like other people!” 
she thought. But this was such a wonderfully small 
sigh, that she wouldn’t have heard it at all, if it hadn’t 
come quite close to her ear. The consequence of this 
was that it tickled her ear very much, and quite took 
off her thoughts from the unhappiness of the poor little 
creature. 

**I know you are a friend, ” the little voice went on; "a dear 
fnend, and an old fnend And you won^t hurt me, though I am an insect ” 

" What kind of insect ? ” Alice inquired a little 
anxiously- What she really wanted to know was, 
whether it could sting or not, but she thought this 
wouldn’t be quite a civil question to ask. 

"What, then you don’t ” the little voicc began, when it 

was drowned by a shrill scream from the engine, and 
everybody jumped up in alarm, Alice among the rest. 

The Horse, who had put his head out of the window, 
quietly drew it in and said, “It’s only a brook we have 
to jump over.” Everybody seemed satisfied with this, 
though Alice felt a little nervous at the idea of trains 
jumping at all. “However, it’ll take us into the 
Fourth Square, that’s some comfort 1 ” she said to 
herself. In another moment die felt the carriage rise 
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straiglit up into the air, and in her fright she caught 
at the thing nearest to her hand, which happened to 
be the Goat’s beard. 


But the beard seemed to melt away as die touched it, 
and she found herself sitting quietly under a tree — 
while the Gnat (for that was the insect she had been 
talking to) was balancing itself on a twig just over her 
head, and fanning her with its wings. 

It certainly was a very large Gnat: "about the size 
of a chicken," Alice thought. Still, die couldn’t fed 
nervous with it, after they had been talking together 
so long. 

“ — ^then you don’t like all insects?” the Gnat went 
on, as quietly as if nothing had happened. 

“I like them when they can talk,” Alice said. "Nona 
of them ever talk, where 1 come from.” 

"What sort of insects do you rejoice in, where you 
come from?” the Gnat inquired. 

"I don’t rejoice in insects at all,” Alice explained, 
“because I’m rather afraid of them — at least the large 
kinds. But I can tell you the names of some of them.” 

"Of course they answer to their names? ” the Gnat 
remarked carelessly. 

"I never knew them do it.” 

"What’s the use of their having names,” the Gnat 
said, "if they won’t answer to them?” 

"No use to them,” said Alice; "but it’s useful to the 
people that name them, I suppose. If not, why do 
things have names at all?” 

"I can’t say,” said the Gnat. "In the wood down 
there, they’ve got no names — however, go on with 
your list of insects.” 

“Well, there’s the Horse-fly,” Alice began, cotmting 
off the names on her fingers. 

"All right,” said the Gnat: "half-way up that bush, 
you'll see a Rocking-horse-fly, if you look. It’s made 
entirely of wood, and gets about by swinging itsdf from 
branch to brandh.” 
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“What does it live on?" Alice asked, with great 
curiosity. 

“Sap and sawdust," said the Gnat. “Go on with 
the list.” 

Alice looked at the Rocking-horse-fly with great 
interest, and made up her mind that it must have been 
just repainted, it looked so bright and sticky; and then 
she went on. 

“And there’s the Dragon-fly." 

“Look on the branch above your head,” said the 
Gnat, “and there you’ll find a Snap-dragon-fly. Its 
body is made of plum-pudding, its wings of hoUy-leaves, 
and its head is a raisin burning in brandy.” 

"And what does it live on? ” Alice asked, as before. 

“Frumenty and mince-pie,” the Gnat replied; "and 
it makes its nest in a Christmas-box.” 

“And then there’s the Butterfly,” Alice went on, 
after she had taken a good look at the insect with its 
head on fire, and had thought to herself, “I wonder if 
that's the reason insects are so fond of fljdng into 
candles — ^because they want to turn into Snap-dragon- 
flies!” 

"Crawling at your feet,” said the Gnat (Alice drew 
her feet back in some alarm), *^you may observe a 
Bread-and-butter-fly. Its wings are thin slices of 
bread-and-butter, its body is a crust, and its head is 
a lump of sugar.” 

"And what does it live on? ” 

“Weak tea with cream in it.” 

A new difficulty came into Alice’s head. " Supposing 
it couldn't find any? ” she suggested. 

“Then it would die, of course ” 

"But that must happen very often,” Alice remarked 
thoughtfully. 

" It always happens,” said the Gnat. 

After this, Alice was sUent for a minute or two, pon- 
dering. The Gnat amused itself meanwhile by humming 
roimd and round her head: at last it settled again and 
remarked, “I suppose you don’t want to lose yam 
name? ” 
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"No, indeed," Alice said, a little anxiously. 

"And yet I don’t know," the Gnat went on ia a 
careless tone: "only think how convenient it would 
be if you could manage to go home without itl For 
instance, if the governess wanted to call you to your 

lessons, she would call out, ‘Come here and there 

she would have to leave off, because there wouldn't be 
any name for her to call, and of course you wouldn’t 
have to go, you know.” 

"That would never do, I’m sure," said Alice: "the 
governess would never think of excusing me lessons 
for that. If she couldn’t remember my name, she'd 
call me ‘Miss!' as the servants do.” 

“Well, if she said ‘Miss,’ and didn’t say anything 
more,” the Gnat remarked, "of course you’d miss your 
lessons. That's a joke. I wish you had made it.” 

"Why do you "wish I had made it?” Alice asked. 
“It’s a very bad one.” 

But the Gnat only sighed deeply, while two large 
tears came rolling down its cheeks. 

"You shouldn’t make jokes," Alice said, "if it makes 
you so unhappy.” 

Then came another of those melancholy little sighs, 
and this time the poor Gnat really seemed to have 
sighed itself away, for, when Alice looked up, there 
was nothing whatever to be seen on the twig, and, as 
she was getting quite chilly with sitting stiU so long, 
she got up and walked on. 

She very soon came to an open field, with a wood on 
the other side of it: it looked much darker than the 
last wood, and Alice felt a little timid about going into 
it. However, on second thoughts, she made up her 
mind to go on: “for I certainly won’t go hack,” she 
thought to herself, and this was the only way to the 
Eighth Square. 

"This must be the wood,” she said thoughtfully to 
herself, "where things have no names. I wonder 
what’ll become of my name when I go in? I shouldn’t 
like to lose it at all — ^because they’d have to give me 
another, and it would be almost certain to be an ugly 
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one. But then the fun would be, trying to find the 
creature that had got my old name I That’s just like 
the advertisements, you know, when people lose dogs 
— ‘answers to the name of "Dash": had on a brass 
collar' — ^just fancy calling everything you met ‘Alice.’ 
till one of them answered! Only they wouldn’t answer 
at all, if they were wise.” 

She was rambling on in this way when she reached 
the wood: it looked very cool and shady. “Well, at 
any rate it’s a great cornfoit," ^e said as she stepped 
under the trees, "after being so hot, to get into the — 
into the — ^into whatl” she went on, rather surprised 
at not being able to think of the word. "I mean to 
get under the — ^under the — ^under this, you know!" 
putting her hand on the trunk of the tree. "What 
do&s it call itself? I do believe it’s got no name — ^why, 
to be sure it hasn’t!" 

She stood silent for a minute, thinking: then she 
suddenly began again. “Then it really has happened, 
after all! And now, who am I? I will remember, if 
I can! I’m determined to do it!" But being deter- 
mined didn’t help her much, and all she could say, 
after a great deal of puzzling, was, "L, I know it begins 
with L!” 

Just then a Fawn came wandering by: it looked at 
Alice wath its large gentle eyes, but didn’t seem at all 
frightened. "Here then! Here then!" Alice said, as 
she held out her hand and tried to stroke it; but it only 
started back a little, and then stood looking at her again. 

"What do you c^l yourself?" the Fawn said at last. 
Such a soft sweet voice it had! 

" I wish I knew! " thought poor Alice. She answered, 
rather sadly, "Nothing, just now.” 

"Think again," it said: “that won’t do." 

Alice thought, but nothing came of it. "Please, 
would you tell me what you call yourself? ’’ she said 
timidly. “I think that might help a little." 

"I’ll tell you, if you’ll come a little fiuther on," the 
Fawn said. "I can’t remember here." 

So they walked on together through the wood, Alice 
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with her arms clasped lovingly round the soft neck of 
the Fawn, till they came out into another open field, 
and here the Fawn gave a sudden bound into the air, 
and shook itself free from Alice's arms. '' I'm a Fawn! " 
it cried out in a voice of delight. "And, dear me, 
you're a human child!" A sudden look of ^arm came 
into its beautiful brown eyes, and in another moment 
it had darted away at full speed. 

Alice stood looking after it, almost ready to cry with 
vexation at having lost her dear little fellow-traveller 
so suddenly, "However, I know my name now," she 
said: "that's some comfort. Alice — ^Alice — I won't 
forget it again. And now, which of these finger-posts 
ought I to follow, I wonder? " 

It was not a difiSicult question to answer, as there was 
only one road, and the finger-posts both pointed along 
it. "I'll settle it," Alice said to herself, "when the 
road divides and they point different ways." 

But this did not seem likely to happen. She went 
on and on, a long way, but wherever the road divided 
there were sure to be two finger-posts pointing the 
same way, one marked, "to twheoleoum's hoxjsk," 
and the other, "to the house oe tweei>3LEX>ee." 

"I do believe," said Alice at last, "that they live in 
the same house! I wonder I never thought of that 
before — ^But I can't stay there long. I'll just call and 
say, ' How d'ye do ? ' and ask them the way out of the 
wood. If I could only get to the Eighth Square before 
it gets dark!" So she wandered on, talking to herself 
as she went, till, on turning a sharp comer, she came 
upon two fat little men, so suddenly that she could not 
help starting back, but in another moment she recovered 
herself, feeling sure that they must be — 
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CHAPTER IV 

TWEEDLEDUM AND TW:EEDLEDEE. 

They were standing xinder a tree, each with an. arm 
round the other’s neck, and Alice knew which was 
which in a moment, because one of them had *'dum” 
embroidered on his collar, and the other “dee " “I 
suppose they’ve each got ‘tweedle’ round at the back 
of the collar,” she said to herself. 

They stood so still that she quite forgot they were 
alive, and she was just looking round to see if the word 
“tweedle” was written at the back of each collar, 
when she was startled by a voice coming from the one 
marked “dum.” 

“If you think we’re wax-works,” he said, “you ought 
to pay, you know. Wax-works weren’t made to be 
looked at for nothing. Nohowl” 

“Contrariwise,” added the one marked “dee,” “if 
you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.” 

“I’m sure I’m very sorry,” was all Alice could say; 
for the words of the old song kept ringing through her 
head like the ticking of a clock, and she could hardly 
help sa3dng them out loud: 

Tweedledum axid Tweedledee 
Agreed to have a battle; 

For Tweedledum said Tweedledee 
Had spoiled his mce new rattle. 

Just then flew down a monstrous crow. 

As black as a tar-barrel; 

Which frightened both the heroes so. 

They quite forgot their quarrel. 

“I know what you’re thinking about,” said Tweedle- 
dmn: “but it isn’t so, nohow.” 

“Contrariwise,” continued Tweedledee, "if it was so, 
it might be; and if it were so, it would be: but as it 
isn’t, it ain’t. That's logic." 

"I was thinking,” Alice said very politely, “which 
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is the best way out of this wood: it’s getting so dark. 
Would you tell me, please?” 

But the fat little men only looked at each other and 
grinned. 

They looked so exactly like a couple of great school- 
boys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her finger at 
Tweedledum, and sa5?ing, “First Boy!” 

“Nohow!” Tweedledum cried out briskly, and 
instantly shut his mouth up again with a snap. 

“Next Boy!” said Alice, passing on to Tweedledee, 
though she felt quite certain he would only shout out, 
“Contrariwise!” and so he did. 

"You’ve begun wrong!” cried Tweedledum. "The 
first thing in a visit is to say ' How d'ye do ? ’ and shake 
hands I ” And here the two brothers gave each other 
a hug, and then they held out the two hands that were 
free, to shake hands with her. 

Alice did not like shaking hands with either of them 
first, for fear of hurting the other one’s feelings; so, as 
the best way out of the difiBculty, she took hold of 
both hands at once : the next moment they were dancing 
round in a ring. This seemed quite natural (she remem- 
bered afterwards), and she was not even surprised to 
hear music pla5dng: it seemed to come from the tree 
under which they were dancing, and it was done (as 
well as she could make it out) by the branches rubbing 
one across the other, like fiddles and fiddlesticks. 

“But it certainly was funny,” (Alice said afterwards, 
when she was telling her sister the history of all this), 
“ to find myself singing ‘ Here we go round the mulberry 
bush.’ I don't know when I began it, but somehow 
I felt as if I’d been singing it a long long time!” 

The other two dancers were fat, and very soon out 
of breath. “Four times roimd is enough for one dance,” 
Tweedledum panted out, and they left off dancing as 
suddenly as "they had begun: the music stopped at the 
same moment. 

Then they let go of Alice’s hands, and stood looking 
at her for a minute : there was a rather awkward pause, 
as Alice didn’t know how to b^in a conversation with 
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people she had just been dancing with. “It would 
never do to say, 'How d'y® do?’ now” she said to 
herself: “we seem to have got beyond that, somehow 1 ’’ 

“I hope you’re not much tired? ’’ she said at leist. 

“Nohow. And thank you very much for asking,” 
said Tweedledum. 

“So mnch obliged!” added Tweedledee. “You like 
poetry? ” 

“Ye-es, pretty well — some poetry,” Alice said doubt- 
fully, “Would you tell me which road leads out of the 
wood? ” 

“What shall I repeat to her?” said Tweedledee, 
looking round at Tweedledum with great solemn eyes, 
and not noticing Alice’s question. 

“'The Walrus and the Carpenter’ is the longest,” 
Tweedledum replied, giving his brother an afiectionate 
hug. 

Tweedledee began instantly: 

“ The stm was shining 

Here Alice ventured to interrupt. "If it’s very long,” 
she said, as politely as she could, “would you tell me 
first which road ” 

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began again : 

'^Tlie sun was shining on the sea. 

Shining with all his might: 

He did his very best to make 

The billows smooth and bright — 

And this was odd, because it was 
The middle of the night. 

The moon was shining sulkily. 

Because she thought the sun 
Had got no business to be there 
After the day was done — 

' It’s very rude of him/ she said, 

' To come and spoil the fun I * 

"The sea was wet as wet could be. 

The sands were dry as dry. 

You could not see a cloud, because 
No cloud was in the sky: 

No birds were flying overhead — 

There were no birds to fly. 
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••Tke Walras and tlie Carpenter 
Were walMag close at liarid; 

Tliey wept like auytlimg to see 
Snclx quantities of sand : 

' If tMs were only cleared away,' 

Xkey said, 'it m<yuld be grand ? ' 

•"If seven maids witb seven mops 
Swept it for half a year, 

I>o you suppose,' the Walrus said, 

' That they could get it clear ? ' 

I doubt it/ said the Carpenter, 

And shed a bitter tear. 

' O 03rsters, come and walk with us ! ’ 

The Walrus did beseech, 

'A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk. 

Along the briny beach: 

We cannot do with more than four. 

To give a hand to each.’ 

^•The eldest 03rster looked at him, 

Eiut never a word he said ; 

The eldest Oyster winked bis e3re. 

And shook his heavy head — 

Meaning to say he did not choose 
To leave the ojrster-bed, 

•• But four young Oysters hurried up. 

All eager for the treat : 

Their coats were brushed, their faces washed. 
Their shoes were clean and neat — 

And this was odd, because, you know. 

They hadn't any feet. 

" Four other Oysters followed them. 

And yet another four; 

And thick and fast they came at last. 

And more, and more, and more — 

All hopping through the frothy waves. 

And scrambling to the shore. 

•'The Walrus and the Carpejui^OT 
Walked on a mile or so. 

And then they rested on a rock 
Conveniently low : 

And all the little Oysters stood 
And waited in a row. 
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time lias come/ thie Wabnis said, 

‘To talk of maxiy tilings: 

Of sb-oes — axid ships — and seaJing-wa^ — 

Of cabbages — and kings — 

And why the sea is boiling hot — 

And whether pigs have wings/ 

wait a bit.' the Oysters cried^ 

‘Before we have onr chat; 

Por some of ns are out of breath. 

And all of us are fat ! ' 

‘No hurry I' said the Carpenter. 

They thanked him much for that. 

‘“A loaf of bread,' the Walras said, 

‘Is what we chiefly need: 

Pepper and vinegar besides 
Are very good indeed — 

Now if you're ready. Oysters dear. 

We can begin to feed.' 

“ ' But not on us I ' the Oysters cried. 

Turning a little blue. 

‘After such kindness, that would be 
A dismal thing to do I ' 

‘The night is fine.' the Walrus said. 

‘Bo you admire the view? 

“ ' It was so kind of you to come I 
And you are very nice ! ' 

The Carpenter said nothing but 
‘ Cut us another slice : 

I wish you were not <5[mte so deaf — 

I've had to ask you twice!* 

‘“It seems a shame.' the Walrus said. 

‘To play them such a trick. 

After we've brought them out so far 
And made them trot so quick ! ' 

The Carpenter said nothing but 
‘ The butter's spread too thick ! ‘ 

•“I weep for you.' the Walras said: 

‘ I deeply sympathise/ 

With sote and tears he sorted out 
Those of the largest size. 

Holding his pocket-handkerchief 
Before his streaming eyes. 
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Oyisters,’ said tlie Carpenter, 

* You've had a pleasant run 1 
Shall we be trotting home again ? ' 

But answer came there none — 

And this was scarcely odd, because 
They'd eaten every one." 

"I like the Walrus best,” said Alice: "because you 
see he was a little sorry for the poor oysters.” 

“He ate more than the Carpenter, though,” said 
Tweedledee. "You see he held his handkerdiief in 
front, so that the Carpenter couldn't cotmt how many 
he took: contrariwise.” 

"That was mean!” Alice said indignantly. “Then 
I like the Carpenter best — ^if he didn’t eat so many as 
the Walrus.” 

"But he ate as many as he could get,” said Tweedle- 
dum. 

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Alice began, 
'*Welll They were both very unpleasant characters — ’* 
Here she checked herself in some alarm, at hearing 
something that sotmded to her like the puffing of a 
large steam-engine in the wood near them, though she 
feared it was more likely to be a wild l^ast. "Are 
there any lions or tigers about here ? ” she asked timidly. 

"It’s only the Red King snoring,” said Tweedledee. 

"Come and look at him!” the brothers cried, and 
they each took one of Alice’s hands, and led her up 
to where the King was sleeping. 

"Isn’t he a lovely sight? ” said Tweedledum. 

Alice couldn’t say honestly that he was. He had a 
tall red night-cap on, with a tassel, and he was lying 
crumpled up into a sort of untidy heap, and snoring 
loud — "fit to snore his head off!” as Tweedledum 
remarked. 

"I’m afraid he'U catch cold with lying on the damp 
grass,” said Alice, who was a very thoughtful little girl. 

"He's dreaming now,” said Tweedledee: “and what 
do you think he’s dreaming about ? ” 

Alice said, "Nobody can guess that,” 

“Why, about yo«l” Tweedledee exclaimed, clapping 
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his hands triumphantly. "And if he left off dreaming 
about you, where do you suppose you’d be? *’ 

"Where I am now, of course," said Alice. 

"Not you!” Tweedledee retorted contemptuously. 
"You’d be nowhere. Why, you're only a sort of thing 
in his dream ! ’’ 

" If that there King was to wake,” added Tweedledum, 
"you’d go out — bang! — ^just like a candle!” 

"I shouldn’t!” Alice exclaimed indignantly. "Be- 
sides, if Fm only a sort of thing in his dream, what 
are yo^t, I should like to know? ” 

"iDitto,” said Tweedledum. 

" Ditto, ditto ! ” cried Tweedledee. 

He shouted this so loud that Alice couldn't help 
saying, "Hush! You’ll be waking him, I’m afraid, ff 
you make so much noise.” 

"Well, it’s no use your talking about waking him,” 
said Tweedledum, "when you're only one of the things 
in his dream. You know very well you’re not real.” 

" I am real! ” said Alice, and began to cry. 

"You won’t make yourself a bit realer by crying,” 
Tweedledee remarked: "there's nothing to cry about.” 

"If I wasn’t real,” Alice said — ^half-laughing through 
her tears, it all seemed so ridiculous — "I shouldn't be 
able to cry.” 

"I hope you don’t suppose those are real tears?” 
Tweedledum interrupted in a tone of great contempt. 

"I know they’re talking nonsense,” Alice thought to 
herself: "and it’s foolish to cry about it.” So she 
brushed away her tears, and went on as cheerfully as 
she could, "At any rate I’d better be getting out of 
the wood, for really it’s coming on very dark. Do you 
think it's going to rain? ” 

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over himself 
and his brother, and looked up into it. "No, I don’t 
think it is,” he said : " at least — not tmder here. Nohow.” 

" But it may rain outstde ? ” 

"It may — if it chooses,” said Tweedledee: "we’ve 
no objection. Contrariwise.” 

"Selfish things!” thought Alice, and she was just 
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going to say, *'Good night,” and leave them, when 
Tweedledum sprang out from under the umbrella, and 
seized her by tiie wrist. 

"Do you see thai'i ” he said, in a voice choking with 
passion, and his eyes grew large and yellow all in a 
moment, as he pointed with a trembling finger at a 
small white thing lying under the tree. 

" It's only a rattle,” Alice said, after a careful examina- 
tion of the little white thing. "Not a T2±tl&-snake, you 
know,” she added hastily, thinking that he was frigh- 
tened; “only an old rattle — quite old and broken.” 

"I knew it was!” cried Tweedledum, beginning to 
stamp about wdldly and tear his hair. "It's spoilt, of 
course!” Here he looked at Tweedledee, who imme- 
diately sat down on the ground, and tried to hide 
himself under the umbrella. 

Alice laid her hand up>on his arm, and said in a 
soothing tone, "You needn't be so angry about an old 
rattle.” 

"But it isn't old!” Tweedledum cried, in a greater 
fury than ever. "It's new, I tell you — ^I bought it 
yesterday — ^my nice new rattle ! ” and his voice rose 
to a perfect scream. 

All this time Tweedledee was tr3dng his best to fold 
up the umbrella, with himself in it: which was such 
an extraordinary thing to do, that it quite took off 
Alice’s attention from the angry brother. But he 
couldn't quite succeed, and it ended in his rolling over, 
bundled up in the mnbreUa, with only his head out: 
and there he lay, opening and shutting his mouth and 
his large eyes — “ looking more like a fish than any thing 
else,” Alice thought. 

“Of course you agree to have a battle? ” Tweedledum 
said in a calmer tone. 

" I suppose so,” the other sulkily replied, as he crawled 
out of the umbrella: "only she must help us to dress up, 
you know,” 

So the two brothers went off hand-in-hand into the 
wood, and returned in a minute with their arms full of 
things — such as bolsters, blankets, hearth-rugs, table- 
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cloths, dish-covers, and coal-scuttles. " I hop»e you’re a 
good hand at pinning and t5dng strings?” Tweedledum 
remarked. “Every one of these things has to go on, 
somehow or other.” 

Alice said afterwards she had never seen such a fuss 
made about anything in all her life — ^the way those two 
bustled about — and the quantity of things they put on — 
and the trouble they gave her in tying strings and 
fastening buttons — “ Really they’ll be more like bundles 
of old clothes than anything else, by the time they're 
ready I” she said to herself, as she arranged a bolster 
round the neck of Tweedledee, “to keep his head from 
being cut ofE,” as he said. 

“You know,” he added very gravely, “it’s one of 
the most serious things that can possibly happen to 
one in a battle — ^to get one’s head cut off.” 

Alice laughed loud, but managed to turn it into a 
cough, for fear of hurting his feelings. 

“ Do I look very pale ? ” said Tweedledum, coming 
up to have his helmet tied on. (He called it a helmet, 
though it certainly looked much more like a saucepan.) 

“Well — ^yes — little," Alice replied gently. 

“I’m very brave generally,” he went on in a low 
voice: “only to-day I happen to have a headache.” 

“And I've got a toothache I” said Tweedledee, who 
had overheard the remark. “ I'm far worse than 
you I ” 

“Then you’d better not fight to-day,” said Alice, 
thinking it a good opportunity to make peace. 

“ We must have a bit of a fight, but I don’t care about 
going on long,” said Tweedledum. “What’s the time 
now? ” 

Tweedledee looked at his watch, and said “Half-past 
fotur.” 

“Let’s fight till six, and then have dinner,” said 
Tweedledum. 

“Very well,” the other said, rather sadly: “and she 
can watch us — only you’d better not come very close,” 
he added: “I generally hit everything I can see — when 
I get really excited.” 
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''And I hit everything within reach/' cried Tweedle- 
dum, "whether I can see it or not! " 

Alice laughed. "You must hit the trees pretty often, 
I should think/' she said. 

Tweedledum looked round him with a satisfied smile. 
"I don't suppose," he said, "there'll be a tree left 
standing, for ever so far round, by the time we've 
finished! " 

"And all about a rattle!" said Alice, still hoping to 
make them a little ashamed of fighting for such a trifle. 

"I shouldn't have minded it so much," said Tweedle- 
dum, "if it hadn't been a new one." 

"I wish the monstrous crow would cornel" thought 
Alice. 

"There's only one sword, you know," Tweedledum 
said to his brother: "but you can have the umbrella — 
it's quite as sharp. Only we must begin quick. It's 
getting as dark as it can." 

"And darker," said Tweedledee. 

It was getting dark so suddenly that Alice thought 
there must be a thunderstorm coming on. "What a 
thick black cloud that is!" she said. "And how fast 
it comes 1 Why, I do believe it's got wings 1 " 

"It's the crow!" Tweedledum cried out in a shrill 
voice of alarm: and the two brothers took to their heels 
and were out of sight in a moment. 

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and stopped 
tmder a large tree. "It can never get at me here” she 
thought: "it's far too large to squeeze itself in among 
the trees. But I wish it wouldn't flap its wings so — ^it 
makes quite a hurricane in the wood — there's somebody's 
shawl being blown away 1 " 
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CHAPTER V 

WOOL AND WATER 

She caught the shawl as she spoke, and looked about 
for the owner: in another moment the White Queen 
came running wildly through the wood, with both arms 
stretched out wide, as if she were flying, and Alice very 
civilly went to meet her with the shawl. 

“I’m very glad I happened to be in the way,” Alice 
said, as she helped her to put on her shawl again. 

The White Queen only looked at her in a helpless 
frightened sort of way, and kept repeating something 
in a whisper to herself that sounded like, “Bread-and- 
butter, bread-and-butter,” and Alice felt that if there 
was to be any conversation at all, she must manage it 
herself. So she began rather timidly: “Am I addressing 
the WTiite Queen ? ” 

“Well, yes, if you call that a-dressing,” the Queen 
said. “It isn’t my notion of the thing, at all.” 

Alice thought it would never do to have an argmnent 
at the very beginning of their conversation, so she smiled 
and said, “If your Majesty will only tell me the right 
way to begin. I’ll do it as well as I can.” 

“But I don’t want it done at all!” groaned the poor 
Queen. “I've been a-dressing myself for the last two 
hours.” 

It would have been all the better, as it seemed to 
Alice, if only she had got some one else to dress her, 
she was so dreadfully tmtidy. “Every single thing’s 
crooked,” Alice thought to herself, “and she’s all over 
pins! — May I put your shawl a little more straight for 
you? ” she added aloud. 

“I don’t know what’s the matter with it I” the Queen 
said, in a melancholy voice. “ It’s out of temper, 
I think. I’ve pinned it here, and I’ve pinned it there, 
but there’s no pleasing it ! ” 

"It can’t go straight, you know, if you pin it all on 

F 836 



146 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 

one side,” Alice said, as she gently put it right tor her; 
"and, dear me, what a state your hair is ini” 

” The hair-brush has got entangled in it ! ” the Queen 
said with a sigh. "And I lost the comb yesterday.” 

Alice carefidly released the brush, and did her best 
to get the hair into order. "Come, you look rather 
better now!” she said, after altering most of the pins. 
"But really you should have a lady’s-maid!” 

"I’m sure I’ll take you with pleasure!” the Queen 
said. "Twopence a week, and jam every other 
day.” 

Alice couldn’t help laughing, as she said, “I don’t 
want you to hire me — and 1 don’t care for jam.” 

“It’s very good jam,” said the Queen. 

"Well, I don’t want any to-day, at any rate.” 

"You couldn’t have it if you did want it,” the Queen 
said. "The rule is, jam to-morrow and jam yesterday 
— ^but never jam to-day.” 

"It must come sometimes to ‘jam to-day,”’ Alice 
objected. 

“No, it can’t,” said the Queen. "It’s jam every 
other day: to-day isn’t any other day, you know.” 

"I don’t understand you,” said Alice "It’s dread- 
fully confusing!” 

"That’s the effect of living backwards,” the Queen 
said kindly: "it always makes one a little giddy at 
first ” 

" Living backwards ! ” Alice repeated in great astonish- 
ment. " I never heard of such a thing!” 

" — but there’s one great advantage in it, that one’s 
memory works both ways.” 

"I’m sure mine only works one way,” AJice remarked. 
"I can’t remember things before they happen.” 

“It’s a poor sort of memory that only works back- 
wards,” the Queen remarked, 

"What sort of things do yo« remember best?” Alice 
ventured to ask. 

"Oh, things that happened the week after next,” the 
Queen replied in a careless tone. "For instance, now,” 
she went on, sticking a large piece of plaster on her 
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finger as die spoke, “there’s the King’s Messenger. 
He’s in prison now, being punished: and the trial doesn’t 
even begin till next Wednesday: and of course the 
crime comes last of all.*’ 

“Suppose he never commits the crime? ’’ said Alice. 

“That would be aU the better, wouldn’t it?’’ the 
Queen said, as she bound the plaster round her finger 
with a bit of ribbon. 

Alice felt there was no den37ing that. “Of course it 
would be all the better," she said: “but it wouldn’t be 
ail the better his being pxmished." 

“You’re wrong there, at any rate,’’ said the Queen: 
“were you ever punidied? ’’ 

“Only for faults," said Alice. 

“And you were all the better for it, I know!" the 
Queen said triumphantly. 

“Yes, but then I had done the things I was punished 
for," said Alice: “that makes all the difference." 

“But if you hadrCt done them," the Queen said, “that 
would have been better still; better, and better, and 
better!” Her voice went higher with each “better," 
till it got quite to a squeak ar last. 

Alice was just beginning to say, “There’s a mistake 

somewhere ,” when the Queen began screaming, so 

loud that she had to leave the sentence unfinished. 
“Oh, oh, oh!" shouted the Queen, shaking her hand 
about as if she wanted to shake it off. “My finger’s 
bleeding! Oh, oh, oh, oh!" 

Her screams were so exactly like the whistle of a 
steam-engine, that Alice had to hold both her hands 
over her ears. 

“What is the matter? " she said, ais soon as there was 
a chance of making herself heard. "Have you pricked 
yotir finger? ’’ 

“ I haven't pricked itycf," the Queen said, “but I soon 
shall — oh, oh, oh!” 

“When do you expect to do it?" Alice asked, feeling 
very much inclined to laugh 

“When I fasten my ^awl again," the poor Queen 
groaned out: “the brooch will come ruidone directly. 
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Oh, oh I*’ As she said the words the brooch flew open, 
and the Queen clutched wildly at it, and tried to cdasp 
it again. 

“Take care!” cried Alice. “You’re holding it all 
crooked I’’ And she caught at the brooch; but it was 
too late : the pin had slipped, and the Queen had pricked 
her finger. 

“That accounts for the bleeding, you see,” she said 
to Alice with a smil e. "Now you understand the way 
things happen here.” 

“But why don’t you scream now?” Alice asked, 
holding her hands ready to put over her ears again. 

“Why, I’ve done all the screaming already,” said 
the Queen. "What would be the good of having it 
all over again? ” 

By this time it was getting light. “The crow must 
have flown away, I think,” said Alice: “I’m so glad it’s 
gone. I thought it was the night coming on.” 

“I wish I could manage to be glad! ” the Queen said. 
“Only I never can remember the rule. You must be 
very happy, living in this wood, and being glad whenever 
you like!” 

“Only it is so very lonely here!” Alice said in a 
melancholy voice; and at the thought of her loneliness 
two large tears came rolling down her cheeks. 

“Oh, don’t go on like that!” cried the poor Queen, 
wringing her hands in despair. “ Consider what a 
great girl you are. Consider what a long way you’ve 
come to-day. Consider what o’clock it is. Consider 
anything, only don’t cry!” 

Alice could not help laughing at this, even in the 
midst of her tears. “Can you keep from crying by 
considering things? ” she asked. 

"That’s the way it’s done,” the Queen said with 
great decision: “nobody can do two things at once, 
you know. Let’s consider your age to begin with — 
how old are you?” 

“I’m seven and a half exactly.” 

“You needn’t say *exactually,’” the Queen remarked: 
“I can believe it without that. Now I’ll give you 
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something to believe. I’m just one htmdred and one, 
five months and a day.” 

"I can’t believe thatV' said AHce. 

” Can’t you? ” the Queen said in a pit3dng tone. “ Tiy 
again: draw a long breath, and shut your eyes.” 

Alice laughed. “There’s no use trying,” she said: 
"one can’t believe impossible things.” 

"I dare say you haven’t had much practice,” said 
the Queen. “'S^Tien I was your age, I always did it 
for half an hour a day. Why, sometimes I’ve believed 
as many as six impossible things before breakfast. 
There goes the shawl again 1 ” 

The brooch had come rmdone as she spoke, and a 
sudden gust of wind blew her shawl across a little 
brook. The Queen spread out her arms again, and 
went fl5dng after it, and this time succeeded in catching 
it for herself. “I've got it I” she cried in a triumphant 
tone. “Now you shall see me pin it on again, all by 
myself! ” 

“Then I hope your finger is better now? ” Alice said 
very politely, as she crossed the little brook after 
the Queen. 
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“Oh, much better!” cried the Queen, her voice rising 
into a squeak as she went on. “ Much be-etter ! Be-etter 1 
Be-e-e-etter ! Be-e-ehh!” The last word ended in a 
long bleat, so like a sheep that Alice quite started. 

She looked at the Queen, who seemed to have suddenly 
wrapped herself up in wool. Alice rubbed her eyes, 
and looked again. She couldn’t make out what had 
happened at all. Was she in a shop? And was that 
really — ^was it really a sheep that was sitting on the other 
side of the counter? Rub as she would, she could 
make nothing more of it: she was in a little dark shop, 
leaning with her elbows on the coimter, and opposite to 
her was an old Sheep, sitting in an arm-chair knitting, 
and every now and then leaving off to look at her 
through a great pair of spectacles. 

“What is it you want to buy?” the Sheep said at 
last, looking up for a moment from her knitting. 
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“I don't quite know yet,” Alice said very gently 
"I should like to look all round me first, if I might.” 

“You may look in front of you, and on both sides, if 
you like,” said the Sheep; "but you can’t look dU 
round you — ^unless you’ve got eyes at the back of your 
head.” 

But these, as it happened, Alice had not got; so she 
contented herself with turning round, looking at the 
shelves as she came to them. 

The shop seemed to be full of all maimer of curious 
things — but the oddest part of it all was, that whenever 
she looked hard at any shelf, to make out exactly what 
it had on it, that particular dielf was always quite 
empty; though the others round it were crowded as 
full as they could hold. 

"Things flow about so here!” said at last in a 
plaintive tone, after she had spent a minute or so in 
vainly pursuing a large bright thing, that looked some- 
times like a doH and sometimes like a work-box, and 
was always in the shelf next above the one she was 
looking at. "And this one is the most provoking of 

all — ^but I’U tell you what ” she added, as a sudden 

thought struck her, "I’U foUow it up to the very top 
shelf of ail. It’U puzzle it to go through the ceiling, 
I expect!” 

But even this plan failed: the "thing” went through 
the ceUmg as quietly as possible, as if it were quite 
used to it. 

"Are you a child or a teetotum? ” the Sheep said, as 
she took up another pair of needles. “You’U make me 
giddy soon, if you go on turning roimd like that,” She 
was now workmg with fotxrteen pairs at once, and Alice 
coialdn’t help looking at her in great astonishment. 

"How can die knit with so many? ” the puzzled child 
thought to herself. "She gets more and more like a 
porcupine every minute ! ” 

"Can you row?” the Sheep asked, handing her a 
pair of knitting-needles as she spoke. 

"Yes, a little — but not on land — and not with needles 
” Alice was beginning to say, when suddenly the 



THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 15X 

needles turned into oaxs in her hands, and she found 
they were in a little boat, gliding along between banks: 
so tiiere was nothing for it but to do her best. 

"Feather!” cried the Sheep, as she took up another 
pair of needles. 

This didn’t sound like a remark that needed any 
answer, so Alice said nothing, but pulled away. There 
was something very queer about the water, she thought, 
as every now and then the oars got fast in it, and would 
hardly come out again. 

"Feather! Feather!” the Sheep cried again, taking 
more needles. "You’ll be catching a crab directly.” 

“A dear little crab!” thought Alice. “I should like 
that.” 

“ Didn't you hear me say ' Feather ’ ? ” the Sheep cried 
angrily, taking up quite a bunch of needles. 

" Indeed I did,” said Alice: “you’ve said it very often 
— ^and very loud. Please, where are the crabs?” 

"In the water, of course!” said the Sheep, sticking 
some of the nee^es into her hair, as her hands were 
fuU. "Feather, I say!” 

" Why do you say ' Feather ’ so often ? ” Alice asked 
at last, rather vexed. "I’m not a bird! ” 

"You are,” said the Sheep: "you’re a little goose.” 

This offended Alice a little, so there was no more 
conversation for a minute or two, while the boat glided 
gently on, sometimes among beds of weeds (which made 
the oars stick fast in the water, worse than ever), and 
sometimes under trees, but always with the same tail 
riverbanks frowning over their heads. 

“Oh, please! There are some scented rushes!” 
Alice cried in a sudden transport of dehght. "There 
really are — and such beauties!” 

"You needn't say ‘please’ to me about ’em,” the 
Sheep said, without looking up from her knitting; 
"I didn't put 'em there, and I’m not going to take 
’em away.” 

"No, but I meant — ^please, may we wait and pick 
some?” Alice pleaded. "If you don't mind stopping 
the boat for a minute.” 
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^'How am 1 to stop it?” said the Sheep. "If you 
leave off rowing, it’ll stop of itself.” 

So the boat was left to drift down the stream as it 
wovild, till it glided gently in among the waving rushes 
And then the little sleeves were carefully rolled up, and 
the little arms were plunged in elbow-deep, to get hold 
of the rushes a good long way down before breaking 
them off — and for a while Ahce forgot all about the 
Sheep and the knitting, as she bent over the side of the 
boat, with just the ends of her tangled hair dipping 
into the water — awhile with bright eager eyes she caught 
at one bunch after another of the darhng scented rushes. 

"I only hope the boat won’t tipple overt” she said 
to herself. "Oh, what a lovely onel Only I couldn't 
quite reach it.” And it certainly did seem a little 
provoking ("almost as if it happened on purpose,” she 
thought) that, though she managed to pick plenty of 
beautiful rushes as the boat glided by, there was always 
a more lovely one that she couldn’t reach. 

"The prettiest are always farther!" she said at last, 
with a sigh at the obstinacy of the rushes in growing so 
far off, as, with flushed cheeks and dripping hair and 
hands, she scrambled back into her place, and began to 
arrange her new-found treasures. 

What mattered it to her just then that the rushes 
had begim to fade, and to lose all their scent and beauty, 
from the very moment that she picked them? Even 
real scented rushes, you know, last only a very little 
while — ^and these, being dream-rushes, melted away 
almost like snow, as they lay in heaps at her feet — ^but 
Alice hardly noticed this, there were so many other 
curious things to think about. 

They hadn’t gone much farther before the blade of 
one of the oars got fast in the water and wouldn’t come 
out again (so Alice explained it afterwards), and the 
consequence was that the handle of it caught her under 
the chin, and, in spite of a series of little shrieks of, 
"Oh, oh, oh!” from poor Alice, it swept her straight 
off the seat, and down among the heap of rushes. 

However, she wasn’t a bit hurt, and was soon up 
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again: the Sheep went on with her knitting aU the while, 
just as if nothing had happened. "That was a nice 
crab you caught!” die remarked, as Alice got back 
into her place, very much relieved to find herself still 
in the boat. 

"Was it? I didn’t see it,” said Alice, peeping 
cautiously over the side of the boat into the dark water. 
" I wish it hadn’t let go — I should so hke a Uttle crab to 
take home with me!” But the Sheep only laughed 
scornfully, and went on with her knitting. 

"Are there many crabs here? ” said Alice. 

"Crabs, and all sorts of things,” said the Sheep: 
"plenty of choice, only make up your min d. Now, 
what do you want to buy?” 

"To buy!” Alice echoed in a tone that was half 
astonished and half frightened — ^for the oars, and the 
boat, and the river, had vanished all in a moment, 
and she was back again in the little dark shop. 

" I should like to buy an egg, please,” she said timidly 
"How do you sell them? ” 

"Fivepence farthing for one — ^twopence for two,” the 
Sheep replied. 

"Then two are cheaper than one?” Alice said in a 
surprised tone, taking out her purse. 

"Only, you must eat them both, if you buy two,” 
said the Sheep. 

"Then I’ll have one, please,” said Alice, as she put 
the money down on the coimter. For she thought to 
herself, "They mightn’t be at all nice, you know.” 

The Sheep took the money, and put it away in a box: 
then she said, " I never put things into people’s hands — 
that would never do — you must get it for yourself.” 
And so saying, she went off to the other end of the shop, 
and set the egg upright on a shelf. 

"I wonder why it wouldn’t do?” thought Alice, as 
she groped her way among the tables and chairs, for 
the shop was very dark towards the end. "The egg 
seems to get farther away the more I walk towards it. 
Let me see, is this a chair? Why, it’s got branches, 
I declare! How very odd to find trees growing here! 
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And actually here’s a little brook I Well, this is the 
very queerest shop I ever saw ! " 


So she went on, wondering more and more at every 
step, as everything turned into a tree the moment she 
came up to it, and she quite expected the egg to do 
the same. 


CHAPTER VI 

HUMPTY DUMPTY 

However, the egg only got larger and larger, and more 
and more human : when she had come within a few yards 
of it, she saw that it had eyes and a nose and mouth; 
and when she had come close to it, she saw clearly that 
it was Humpty Dumpty himself. " It can’t be anybody 
else!" she said to herself. "I'm as certain of it, as if 
his name were written all over his face! " 

It might have been written a hundred times, easily, 
on that enormous face. Humpty Dumpty was sitting 
with his legs crossed, like a Turk, on the top of a high 
wall — ^such a narrow one that Alice quite wondered how 
he could keep his balance — and, as his eyes were steadily 
jSxed in the opposite direction, and he didn’t take the 
least notice of her, she thought he must be a stufied 
figure. 

"And how exactly like an egg he is!” she said aloud, 
standing with her hands ready to catch him, for she was 
every moment expecting him to fall 

"It’s very provoking,” Humpty Dumpty said after 
a long silence, looking away from Alice as he spoke, 
"to be called an egg — very I" 

"I said you looked like an egg. Sir,” Alice gently 
explained. "And some eggs are very pretty, you 
know,” she added, hoping to turn her remark into a 
sort of compliment. 
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" Some people,” said Humpty Dumpty, looking away 
from her as usual, “have no more sense than a baby I” 

Alice didn’t know what to say to this: it wasn’t at 
ail like conversation, she thought, as he never said 
anythi n g to her', in fact, his last remark was evidently 
addressed to a tree — so she stood and softly repeated 
to herself: 

"Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall: 

Humpty Dumpty had a great tall. 

All the King’s horses and all the King’s men 
Couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty in his place again.” 

"That last line is much too long for the poetry,” she 
added, almost out loud, forgetting that Humpty Dumpty 
would hear her. 

"Don’t stand chattering to yourself like that,” 
Humpty Dumpty said, looking at her for the first 
time, "but tell me yom: name and your business.” 

“My name is Alice, but ” 

"It’s a stupid name enough!” Humpty Dumpty 
interrupted impatiently. "What does it mean?” 

*‘Must a name mean something?” Alice asked 
doubtfully. 

"Of course it must,” Humpty Dumpty said with a 
idiort laugh: “my name means the shape I am — and 
a good handsome shape it is, too. With a name like 
yours, you might be any shape, almost.” 

"Why do you sit out here all alone? ” said Alice, not 
wishing to begin an argfument. 

“Why, because there’s nobody with me!” cried 
Humpty Dumpty. "Did you think I didn’t know the 
answer to thail Ask another.” 

“Don’t you ^hink you’d be safer down on the ground ? ” 
Alice went on, not with any idea of making another 
riddle, but simply in her good-natTxred anxiety for the 
queer creature. "That wall is so very narrow!” 

“ WTiat tremendously easy riddles you ask! ” Humpty 
Dumpty growled out. "Of course I don't think sol 
Why, if ever I did fall off — ^which there's no chance of 

— ^but if I did ” Here he pursed up his Ups, and 

looked so solemn and grand that Alice could hardly 
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help laughing. “ If I did faU,” he went on, “ the King has 
promised me — ^ah, you may turn pale, if you hke! You 
didn’t think I was going to say that, did you? The 
King has promised me — with his own mouth — ^to — to 

"To send all his horses and all his men,” Alice inter- 
rupted, rather imwisely. 

“Now I declare that’s too badl” Hxompty Dumpty 
cried, breaking into a sudden passion. "You’ve been 
listening at doors — and behind trees — and down chim- 
neys — or you couldn’t have known it ! ” 

"I haven’t, indeed 1” Adice said very gently. “It’s 
in a book." 

"Ah, well I They may write such things in a hook," 
Humpty Dumpty said in a calmer tone. "That’s what 
you caU a History of England, that is. Now, take a 
good look at me! I’m one that has spoken to a King, 
I am: mayhap you’ll never see such another: and to 
show you I’m not proud, you may shake hands with 
me!" And he grinned almost from ear to ear, as he 
leant forwards (and as nearly as possible fell ofi the 
wall in doing so) and offered Alice his hand. She watched 
him a little anxiously as she took it. "If he smiled 
much more, the ends of his mouth might meet behind,” 
she thotjght : " and then I don’t know what would happen 
to his head! I’m ahraid it would come off! ” 

" Yes, all his horses and all his men," Humpty Dumpty 
went on. “They’d pick me up again in a minute, th^ 
would! However, this conversation is going on a little 
too fast: let’s go back to the last remark but one." 

"I’m afraid I can’t quite remember it,” Alice said 
very politely. 

"In that case we may start fresh," said Humpty 

Dumpty, "and it’s my turn to choose a subject ” 

("He talks about it just as if it was a game!” thought 
Alice.) "So here’s a question for you. How old did 
you say you were?” 

Alice made a short calculation, and said, "Seven 
years and six months.” 

"Wrong! ” Humpty Dtimpty exclaimed triumphantly. 
"You never said a word like it.” 
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"I thought you meant, ‘How old are you?’” Alice 
explained. 

” If I’d meant that, I’d have said it," said Humpty 
Dumpty. 

Alice didn’t want to begin another argximent, so she 
said nothing. 

“Seven years and six months 1 ” Humpty Dumpty 
repeated thoughtfully. "An imcomfortable sort of age. 
Now if you’d asked my advice, I’d have said, ‘Leave off 
at seven’ — ^but it’s too late now.” 

“I never ask advice about growing,” Alice said 
indignantly. 

“Too proud?” the other inquired. 

Alice felt even more indignant at this suggestion. 
“I mean,” she said, “that one can’t help growing 
older.” 

“One can’t, perhaps,” said Htunpty Dumpty, “but 
two can. With proper assistance, you might have left 
off at seven.” 

“ What a beautiful belt you’ve got on I ” Alice suddenly 
remarked. (They had had quite enough of the subject 
of age, she thought : and if they were really to take turns 
in choosing subjects, it was her turn now.) "At least,” 
she corrected herself on second thoughts, “a beautiful 
cravat, I should have said — ^no, a belt, I mean — oh, 
I beg your pardon 1 ” ^e added in dismay, for Humpty 
Dumpty looked thoroughly offended, and she began to 
wish she hadn’t chosen that subject. “If only I knew,” 
she thought to h^self, “which was neck and which 
was waist ! " 

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very angry, though 
he said nothing for a minute or two. When he did 
speak again, it was in a deep growl. 

“It is a — most — -provoJHng — thing,” he said at last, 
“ when a person doesn’t know a cravat from a belt ! ” 

“I know it’s very ignorant of me,” Alice replied, in 
so humble a tone that Humpty Dumpty relented. 

“ It’s a cravat, child, and a beautiful one, as you say. 
It's a present from the White King and Queen. There 
now!” 
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“Is it really?” said Alice, quite pleased to find she 
had chosen a good subject, after all. 

“They gave it me,” Hrnnpty Dumpty continued 
thoughtfully, as he crossed one knee over the other 
and clasped his hands round it, “ — ^for an un-birthdav 
present.” 

“I beg your pardon? ” Alice said with a puzzled air 

“I’m not offended,” said Humpty Dumpty. 

“I mean, what is an un-birthday present? ” 

“A present given when it isn’t your birthday, of 
course.” 

Alice considered a little. “I like birthday presents 
best,” she said at last 

'•‘You don’t know what you’re talking about!” cried 
Humpty Uumpty. “How many days are there in a 
year? ” 

" Three hundred and sixty-five,” said Alice. 

“And how many birthdays have you? ” 

“One.” 

“And if you take one from three hundred and sixty- 
five, what remains? ” 

“Three hundred and sixty-four, of course." 

Humpty Dumpty looked doubtful. “I’d rather see 
that done on paper,” he said. 

Alice couldn’t help smiling as she took out her 
memorandum-book, and worked the sum for him: 

365 

I 


364 

Humpty Dumpty took the book, and looked at it 

very carefully. "That seems to be done right ” 

he began. 

"You're holding it upside down!” Alice interrupted. 

"To be sure I was!” Humpty Dumpty said gaily, as 
she turned it round for him. “I thought it looked a 
little queer. As I was saying, that seems to be done 
right — though I haven't time to look it over thoroughly 
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just now — and that shows that there are three hundred 
and sixty-four days when you might get un-birthday 
presents ” 

"Certainly,” said Alice. 

“And only one for birthday presents, you know 
There’s glory for you!” 

“I don’t know what you mean by ‘glory,’” Alice 
said. 

Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously. "Of 
course you don’t — ^till I tell you. I meant ‘ there’s 
a nice knock-down argument for you I ” 

"But ‘glory’ doesn’t mean ‘a nice knock-down 
argument,’” Alice objected. 

"When I use a word,” Humpty Dumpty said in 
rather a scornful tone, “it means just what I choose 
it to mean — ^neither more nor less.” 

"The question is,” said AUce, ‘‘whether you can 
make words mean different things.” 

"The question is,” said Humpty Dumpty, “which 
is to be master — ^that’s all.” 

Alice was too much puzzled to say an3rthing, so after 
a minute Humpty Dumpty began again. "They’ve a 
temper, some of them — particularly verbs, they're the 
proudest — adjectives you can do anything with, but 
not verbs — ^however, I can manage the whole lot ! 
Impenetrability ! That’s what I say i ” 

“Would you teU me, please,” said Alice, "what that 
means ? ” 

“Now you talk like a reasonable child,” said Humpty 
Dmnpty, looking very much pleased. " I meant by 
‘impenetrability’ that we’ve had enough of that subject, 
and it would be just as well if you’d mention what you 
mean to do next, as I suppose you don’t intend to stop 
here all the rest of your life.” 

"That’s a great deal to make one word mean,” Alice 
said in a thoughtful tone. 

"When I make a word do a lot of work like that,” 
said Humpty Dumpty, “I always pay it extra.” 

“Oh!” said Alice. She was too much puzzled to 
make any other remark. 
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"Ah, you should see ’em come round me of a Saturdaj’ 
night," Humpty Dumpty went on, wagging his head 
gravely from side to side: "for to get their wages, you 
know." 

(Alice didn’t venture to ask what he paid them with ; 
and so you see I can't tell yo«.) 

"You seem very clever at explaining words. Sir,” 
said Alice. "Would you kindly tell me the meaning 
of the poem * Jabberwocky’? ” 

"Let’s hear it," said Humpty Dumpty. "I can 
explain all the poems that ever were invented — and a 
good many that haven’t been invented just yet.” 

This sotmded very hopeful, so Alice repeated the 
first verse: 

” ’Twas brillig, and th.e slithy tovea 
I>id gyre and gimble in the wabe: 

All mimsy were the borogoves. 

And the mome raths outgrabe.” 

"That's enough to begin with," Humpty Dumpty 
inteiTupted: "there are plenty of hard words there. 
‘Brillig’ means four o'clock in the afternoon — ^the time 
when you begin broiling things for dinner." 

"That’ll do very well," said Alice: "and ‘slithy’?" 

"Well, 'slithy’ means ‘lithe and slimy.’ ‘Lithe’ is 
the same as ‘active.’ You see it's like a portmanteau 
— ^there are two meanings packed up into one word." 

"I see it now,” Alice remarked thoughtfully: "and 
what are ‘toves’?" 

"Well, ‘toves’ are something like badgers — ^they’re 
something like hzards — ^and they’re something like 
corkscrews." 

“They must be very curious creatures." 

“They are that,” said Humpty Dumpty: "also they 
make their nests under sundials — also they live on 
cheese.” 

"And what's to ‘gyre’ and to ‘gimble’? " 

" To ‘ gyre ’ is to go rotmd and round like a gyroscope. 
To ‘ gimble ’ is to make holes like a gimlet.” 

“And 'the wabe’ is the grass plot rotmd a sundial. 
I suppose ? ’’ said Alice, surprised at her own ingenuity. 
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"Of course it is. It's called 'wabe/ you know, 
because it goes a long way before it, and a long way 
behind it ” 

"And a long way beyond it on each side,” Alice added 

"Exactly so. Well then, 'mimsy' is ‘flimsy and 
miserable' (there’s another portmanteau for you). 
And a 'borogove' is a thin shabby-looking bird widi 
its feathers sticking out all round — ^something like a 
Uve mop.” 

“And then ‘mome raths’?” said Alice. "If I’m 
not giving you too much trouble.” 

"Well, a 'rath' is a sort of green pig: but ‘mome’ 
I'm not certain about. I think it's short for ‘from 
home' — meaning that they'd lost their way, you know.” 

"And what does ‘outgrabe’ mean?” 

"Well, ‘outgribing’ is something between bellowing 
and whistling, with a kind of sneeze in the middle: 
however, you’ll hear it done, maybe — down in the 
wood yonder — and when you’ve once heard it you’ll 
be quite content. Who's been repeating all that hard 
stuff to you? ” 

“I read it in a book,” said Alice. "But I had some 
poetry repeated to me, much easier than that, by — 
Tweedledee, I think.” 

"As to poetry, you know,” said Humpty Dumpty, 
stretching out one of his great hands, "/ can repeat 
poetry as well as other folk if it comes to that ” 

"Oh, it needn’t come to that!” Alice hastily said, 
hoping to keep him from beginning. 

"The piece I’m going to repeat,” he went on without 
noticing her remark, "was written entirely for your 
amusement. ” 

Alice felt that in that case she really ought to listen 
to it, so she sat down, and said "Thank you” rather 
sadly. 

"In winter, when the fields are white, 

I smg this song for your dehght 

only I don’t sing it,” he explained. 

"I see you don’t,” said Alice. 

"If you can see whether I’m singing or not, you've 
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sharper eyes than most/' Humpty Dumpty remarked 
severely. Alice was silent. 

In spring, when woods are getting green. 

I’ll try and tell you what I mean/’ 

“Thank you very much/' said Alice. 

‘^In summer, when the days are long. 

Perhaps you’ll understand the song: 

"In autumn, when the leaves are brown. 

Take pen and ink and wnte it down/* 

“I will, if I can remember it so long/' said Alice. 
“You needn't go on making remarks like that/* 
Humpty Dumpty said: “they're not sensible, and they 
put me out." 

"I sent a message to the hsh: 

I told them 'This is what I wish/ 

"The little fishes of the sea. 

They sent an answer back to me. 

" The little fishes’ answer was 
'We cannot do it. Sir, because ’ " 

^'I'm afraid I don't quite understand/' said AUce. 

“It gets easier further on," Humpty Dumpty replied 

" I sent to them again to say 
' It will be better to obey/ 

"The fishes answered with a grin, 

' Why, what a temper you are in I * 

"I told them once, I told them twice: 

They would not listen to advice 

" I took a kettle large and new. 

Fit for the deed I had to do. 

"My heart went hop, my heart went thump; 

I filled the kettle at the pump. 

" Then someone came to me and said 
'The little fishes are in bed/ 
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" I said to liim, I said it plain, 

‘Then you must wake tkem up again/ 

" I said it very loud and clear; 

I went and shouted in his ear/' 

Humpty Diunpty raised his voice almost to a scream 
as he repeated this verse, and Alice thought with a 
shudder, '' I wouldn^t have been the messenger for 
anything I ** 

"But he was very stiff and proud; 

He said * You needn't shout so loud 1 ' 

"And he was very proud and stiff; 

He said ‘I’d go and wake them, if 

" I took a corkscrew from the shelf : 

I went to wake them up m 3 reelf , 

•• And when I found the door was locked, 

I pulled and pushed and kicked and knocked 

" And when I found the door was shut, 

I tried to turn the handle, but " 

There was a long pause. 

“ Is that ah? ” Alice timidly asked. 

"That's ah,” said Humpty Dumpty. "Good-bye.” 

This was rather sudden, Ahce thought: but, after 
such a very strong hint that she ought to be going, she 
felt it would hardly he civil to stay. So she held out 
her hand. "Good-bye, tih we meet again I” she said 
as cheerfuhy as she could. 

" I shouldn't know you again if we did meet,” Humpty 
Dumpty rephed in a discontented tone, giving her one 
of his fingers to shake; "you're so exactly like other 
people." 

"The face is what one goes by, generally,” Alice 
remarked in a thoughtful tone. 

"That’s just what I complain of,” said Humpty 
Dumpty. “Your face is the same as everybody has 

— ^the two eyes, so ” (marking their places in the 

air with his thumb) "nose in the middle, mouth under. 
It's always the same. Now if you had the two eyes 
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on the same side of the nose, for instance — or the 
mouth at the top — ^that would be some help ” 

“It wouldn’t look nice,” Alice objected. But 
Humpty Dumpty only shut his eyes and said, “Wait 
till you've tried.” 

Alice waited a minute to see if he would speak again, 
but as he never opened his eyes or took any further 
notice of her, she said, “ Good-bye 1” once more, and, 
on getting no answer to this, she quietly walked away: 
but she couldn’t help sa 3 nng to herself as she went, 

“ Of all the unsatisfactory ” (she repeated this aloud, 

as it was a great comfort to have such a long word to 

say) “of all the unsatisfactory people I ever met ” 

She never finished the sentence, for at this moment a 
heavy crash shook the forest from end to end. 


CHAPTER VII 

THE LION AND THE UNICORN 

The next moment soldiers came running through the 
wood, at first in twos and threes, then ten or twenty 
together, and at last in such crowds that they seemed 
to fill the whole forest. Alice got behind a tree, for 
fear of being run over, and watched them go by. 

She thought that in all her life she had never seen 
soldiers so uncertain on their feet: they were always 
tripping over something or other, and whenever one 
went down, several more always fell over him, so that 
the ground was soon covered with little heaps of men. 

Then came the horses. Having fotir feet, these 
managed rather better than the foot-soldiers: but even 
they stumbled now and then; and it seemed to be a 
regular rule that, whenever a horse stumbled, the 
rider fell ofif instantly. The confusion got worse every 
moment, and Alice was very glad to get into an open 
place, where she foimd the V^te lUng seated on the 
ground, busily writing in his memorandiun-book. 
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"IVe sent them all I” the King cried in a tone of 
delight, on seeing Alice. "Did you happen to meet 
any soldiers, my dear, as you came through the wood? ” 

"Yes, I did,” said Alice: “several thousand, I should 
think." 

"Four thousand two hundred and seven, that's the 
exact number,” the King said, referring to his book. 
" I couldn’t send all the horses, you know, because two 
of them are wanted in the game. And I haven’t sent 
the two Messengers, either. They’re both gone to the 
town. Just look along the road, and tell me if you can 
see either of them.” 

" I see nobody on the road,” said Alice. 

"I only wish I had such eyes,” the King remarked in 
a fretful tone. “To be able to see Nobody! And at 
that distance too! Why, it’s as much as I can do to 
see real people, by this light!” 

All this was lost on Alice, who was still looking 
intently along the road, shading her eyes with one hand. 
"I see somebody now!” she exclaimed at last. "But 
he’s coming very slowly — and what curious attitudes 
he goes into!” (For the Messenger kept skipping up 
and down, and -wriggling like an eel, as he came along, 
with his great hands spread out hke fans on each side.) 

“Not at all,” said the King. “He’s an Anglo-Saxon 
Messenger — and those are Anglo-Saxon attitudes. He 
only does them when he’s happy. His name is Haigha.” 
(He pronormced it so as to rhyme with “mayor.”) 

“I love my love -with an H,” Alice couldn’t help 
beginning, “because he is Happy. I hate him -with 
an H, because he is Hideous. I fed him -with — ^with — 
with Ham-sand-wiches and Hay. His name is Haigha, 
and he lives ” 

“He lives on the Hill,” the King remarked simply, 
without the least idea that he was joining in the game, 
while Alice was still hesitating for -the name of a to-wn 
beginning -with H. "The other Messenger's called 
Hatta. I must have two, you know — to come and go. 
One to come, and one to go.” 

“I beg your pardon? ” said Alice. 
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** It isn't respectable to beg,” said the King. 

"I only meant that I didn’t understand,” said Alice. 
” Why one to come and one to go? ” 

“Don't I tell you?” the King repeated impatiently. 
“I must have two — ^to fetch and carry. One to fetch, 
and one to carry.” 

At this moment the Messenger arrived: he was far 
too much out of breath to say a word, and could only 
wave his hands about, and make the most fearful faces 
at the poor King. 

“This yoxmg lady loves you with an H,” the King 
said, introducing Alice in the hope of turning off the 
Messenger's attention from himself — ^but it was no use 
— the Anglo-Saxon attitudes only got more extraordinary 
every moment, while the great eyes rolled wildly from 
side to side. 

“You alarm me!” said the Bung. “I feel faint — 
Give me a ham-sandwich 1 ” 

On which the Messenger, to Alice's great amusement, 
of>ened a bag that himg round his neck, and handed a 
sandwich to the King, who devomed it greedily. 

“Another sandwich! ” said the King. 

“There’s nothing but hay left now,” the Messenger 
said, p>eeping into the bag. 

“ Hay, then,” the King faintly mmmured. 

Alice was glad to see &at it revived him a good deal. 
"There’s nothing like eating hay when you’re faint,” 
he remarked to her, as he munched away. 

"I should think throwing cold water over you would 
be better,” Alice suggested: “ — or some sal volatile.” 

“I didn’t say there was nothing better*’ the King 
replied. “I said there was nothing like it.” Which 
Alice did not venture to deny. 

" WTio did you pass on the road? ” the King went on, 
holding out his hand to the Messenger for some more hay. 

“Nobody,” said the Messenger. 

“Quite right,” said the King: "this young lady saw 
him too. So of cotuse Nobody walks slower than you.” 

“I do my best,” the Messenger said in a sullen tone. 
“I'm sure nobody walks much faster than I do! ” 
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“He can’t do that,” said the King, “or else he’d have 
been here first. However, now you’ve got your breath, 
you may tell us what’s happened in the town.” 

" I’ll whisper it,” said the Messenger, putting his hands 
to his mouth in the shape of a trumpet, and stooping 
so as to get close to the King’s ear. Alice was sorry 
for this, as she wanted to hear the news too. However, 
instead of whispering, he simply shouted at the top of 
bis voice, "They’re at it again I” 

"Do you call that a whisper!” cried the poor Kin g , 
jumping up and shaking himself. "If you do such a 
thing again I’ll have you buttered! It went through 
and through my head Hke an earthquake ! ” 

“It would have to be a very tiny earthquake I” 
thought Alice. “Who are at it again?” she ventured 
to ask. 

"Why, the Lion and the Unicom, of course," said 
the King. 

" Fighting for the crown ? ” 

"Yes to be sure,” said the King: "and the best of 
the joke is, that it's my crown all the while! Let’s mn 
and see them.” And they trotted off, Alice repeating 
to herself, as ^e ran, the words of the old song: 

“The Ldon and the Unicorn were fighting for the crown : 

The Lion beat the Unicom all round the town 

Some gave them white bread and some gave them brown; 

Some gave them plum-cake and dmmmed them out of town." 

"And does — ^the one — ^that wins — get the crown?” 
she asked, as well as she could, for the long run was 
putting her quite out of breath. 

"Dear me, no!” said the King. "What an idea!” 

"Would you — ^be good enough ” Alice panted out, 

after running a little farther, "to stop a minute — ^just 
to get — one’s breath?” 

"I’m good enough,” the King said, "only I'm not 
strong enough. You see, a minute goes by so fearfully 
quick. You might as well try to stop a Bandersnatch 1 ” 

Alice had no more breath for tallong, so they trotted 
on in silence, tiD they came in sight of a great crowd, in 



i68 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 

the middle of which the Lion and Unicom were fighting. 
They were in such a cloud of dust, that at first Alice 
could not make out which was which: but she soon 
managed to distinguish the Unicom by his horn. 

They placed themselves close to where Hatta, the 
other Messenger, was standing watching the fight, with 
a cup of tea in one hand and a piece of bread and butter 
in the other. 

“ He’s only just out of prison, and he hadn’t finished 
his tea when he was sent in,” Haigha whispered to 
Alice: “and they only give them oyster-shells in there 
— so you see he's very hungry and thirsty. How are 
you, dear child ? “ he went on, putting his arm affec- 
tionately roimd Hatta's neck. 

Hatta looked round and nodded, and went on with 
his bread-and-butter. 

“ Were you happy in prison, dear (diild ? ” said 
Haigha. 

Hatta looked round once more, and this time a tear 
or two trickled down his cheek: but not a word would 
he say. 

“Speak, can’t you!” Haigha cried impatiently. But 
Hatta only munched away, and drank some more tea. 

“Speak, won’t you!” cried the King. “How are 
they getting on with the fight ? ” 

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swallowed a 
large piece of bread-and-butter. “They’re getting on 
very well,” he said in a choking voice: "each of ^em 
has been down about eighty-seven times.” 

“Then I suppose they'll soon bring the white bread 
and the brown? ” Alice ventmred to remark. 

"It’s waiting for ’em now,” said Hatta: "this is a 
bit of it as I’m eating.” 

There was a pause in the fight just then, and the 
Lion and the Unicom sat down, panting, while the 
King called out, “Ten minutes allowed for refresh- 
ments!” Haigha and Hatta set to work at once, 
carrjdng round trays of white and brown bread. 
Alice took a piece to taste, but it was very dry. 

“I don’t think they’ll fight any more to-day,” the 
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King said to Hatta: "go and order the drums to begin.” 
And Hatta went bounding away like a grasshopi)er. 

For a minute or two Alice stood silently watching 
him. Suddenly she brightened up. "Look! Look!” 
she cried, pointing eagerly. "There’s the White Queen 
running across the coimtryl She came fl57ing out of 
the wood over yonder — How fast those Queens can 
run!” 

"There’s some enemy after her, no doubt,” the King 
said, without even looking round. "That wood’s full 
of them.” 

"But aren’t you going to run and help her?" Alice 
asked, very much surprised at his taking it so quietly. 

"No use, no use!” said the Bong. "She runs so 
fearfully quick. You might as well try to catch a 
Bandersnatch ! But I’ll make a memorandum about 
her, if you like — She’s a dear good creature,” he repeated 
softly to himself, as he opened his memorandum-book. 
"Do you si>ell 'creature’ with a double ‘e’? ” 

At this moment the Unicom saimtered by them, with 
his hands in his pockets. "I had the best of it this 
time!” he said to the King, just glancing at him as he 
passed. 

"A little — ^a little,” the King replied, rather nervously. 
"You shouldn't have run him through with your hom, 
you know.” 

"It didn’t hurt him,” the Unicom said carelessly, 
and he was going on, when his eye happened to f^ 
upon Alice: he turned round instantly, and stood for 
some time looking at her with an air of the deepest 
disgust. 

“What — ^is — ^this? ” he said at last. 

"This is a child!” Haigha replied eagerly, coming in 
front of Alice to introduce her, and spreading out both 
his hands towards her in an Anglo-Saxon attitude. " We 
only found it to-day. "It’s as large as life, and twice 
as natural! ” 

"I always thought they were fabulous monsters!” 
said the Unicom. " Is it ^ve ? ” 

"It can talk,” said Haigha solemnly. 
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The Unicom looked dreamily at Alice, and said, 
"Talk, cMld.” 

Alice could not help her lips curling up into a smile 
as she began: "Do you know, I always thought Unicorns 
were fabulous monsters, too! I never saw one alive 
before I ” 

"Well, now that we have seen each other," said the 
Unicom, "if you'll believe in me. I’ll believe in you. 
Is that a bargain?’’ 

"Yes, if you Uke," said Alice. 

"Come, fetch out the plum-cake, old man!” the 
Unicom went on, turning from her to the King. " None 
of your brown bread for me ! " 

"Certainly — certainly!” the King muttered, and 
beckoned to Haigha. “ Open the bag ! ” he whispered 
"Quick! Not that one — that's full of hay!” 

Haigha took a large cake out of the bag, and gave it 
to Alice to hold, while he got out a dish and carving- 
knife. How they all came out of it Alice couldn't 
guess. It was just like a conjuring trick, she thought. 

The Lion had joined them while this was going on: 
he looked very tired and sleepy, and his eyes were half 
shut " What’s this ! " he said, blinking lazily at Alice, 
and speaking in a deep hollow tone that sounded like 
the tolhng of a great bell. 

“Ah, what is it, now?” the Unicom cried eagerly 
"You'll never guess! I couldn't.” 

The Lion looked at Alice wearily. "Are you anim fll 
— or vegetable — or mineral? ” he said, yawning at every 
other word. 

"It’s a fabulous monster!” the Unicom cried out, 
before Alice could reply. 

"Then hand round the plum-cake. Monster,” the 
Lion said, l3dng down and putting his chin on his paws. 
"And sit down, both of you,” (to the King and the 
Unicom): "fair play with the cake, you know!” 

The King was evidently very uncomifortable at having 
to sit down between the two great creatures: but there 
was no other place for him. 

"What a fight we might have for the crown, now\‘' 
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the Unicom said, looking slyly up at the crown, which 
the poor King was nearly shaking off his head, he 
trembled so much. 

“ I should win easy,” said the Lion. 

” I’m not so sure of that,” said the Unicom. 

"Why, I beat you all round the town, you chicken!” 
the Lion replied angrily, half getting up as he spoke. 

Here the King interrupted, to prevent the quarrel 
going on: he was very nervous, and his voice quite 
quivered. "All round the town?” he said. "That’s 
a good long way. Did you go by the old bridge, or 
the market-place? You get the best view by the old 
bridge.” 

"I’m sure I don’t know,” the Lion growled out as 
he lay down again. "There was too much dust to see 
an3rthing. What a time the Monster is, cutting up 
that cake!” 

Alice had seated herself on the bank of a little brook, 
with the great dish on her knees, and was sawing away 
diligently with the knife. "It’s very provoking!” she 
said, in reply to the Lion (she was getting quite used 
to being called 'the Monster’). “I’ve cut off several 
slices already, but they will always join on again! ” 

“You don't know how to manage Looking-glass 
cakes,” the Unicom remarked. "Hand it round first, 
and cut it afterwards.” 

This sounded nonsense, but Alice very obediently 
got up, and carried the dish roimd, and the cake divided 
itself into three pieces as she did so. “Now cut it up.” 
said the Lion, as she returned to her place with the 
empty dish. 

“I say, this isn’t fair!” cried the Unicom, as Alice 
sat with the knife in her hand, very much puzzled how 
to begin. "The Monster has given the Lion twice as 
much as me! ” 

“She’s kept none for herself, anyhow,” said the 
Lion. "Do you like plum-cake. Monster?” 

But, before Alice could answer him, the dmms began. 

Where the noise came from, she couldn’t make out: 
the air seemed full of it, and it rang through and 
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through her head till she felt quite deafened. She 
started to her feet, and in her terror she sprang across 


the brook, and had just time to see the Lion and Unicom 
rise to their feet, with angry looks at being intermpted 
in their feast, before she topped to her knees, and put 
her hands over her ears, vainly trying to shut out the 
dreadful uproar. 

“ If that doesn’t * drum them out of town,’ ” she thought 
to herself, “nothing ever willl’’ 


CHAPTER VIII 
"it's my own invention" 

After a while the noise seemed gradually to die away, 
till all was dead silence, and Alice lifted up her head in 
some alarm. There was no one to be seen, and her 
first thought was that she must have been dreaming 
about the Lion and the Unicom and those queer Anglo- 
Saxon Messengers. However, there was the great dish 
still lying at her feet, on which she had tried to cut the 
pltun-cake, “So I wasn’t dreaming, after all,’’ she said 
to herself, “unless — ^unless we’re all part of the same 
dream. Only I do hope it’s my dream, and not the 
Red Bang's ! I don’t hke belonging to another person’s 
dream,’’ she went on in a rather complaining tone: 
“I’ve a great mind to go and wake him, and see what 
happens 1 ’’ 

At this moment her thoughts were interrupted by a 
loud shouting of. “Ahoy I Ahoy! Check!’’ and a Knight, 
dressed in crimson armour, came galloping down upon 
her, brandishing a great club. Just as he reached her, 
the horse stopped suddenly: “You’re my prisoner!’’ 
the Knight cried, as he tmnbled off his horse. 

Startled as she was, Alice was more frightened for 
him than for herself at the moment, and watched him 
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with, some anxiety as he mounted again. As soon as 
he was comfortably in the saddle, he began once more, 

"You’re my ” but here another voice broke in 

"Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!’’ and Alice looked round in 
some surprise for the new enemy. 

This time it was a White Knight. He drew up at 
Alice's side, and tumbled off his horse just as the Red 
Knight had done: then he got on again, and the two 
Knights sat and looked at each other without speaking 
Alice looked from one to the other in some bewilderment. 

"She’s my prisoner, you know! ” the Red Knight said 
at last. 

"Yes, but then I came and rescued her!” the White 
Knight replied 

"WeE, we must fight for her, then,” said the Red 
Knight, as he took up his helmet (which hrmg from 
the saddle, and was somet hin g the shape of a horse’s 
head), and put it on. 

"You will observe the Rules of Battle, of course?” 
the White Knight remarked, putting on his helmet 
too. 

“I always do,” said the Red Knight, and they b^an 
banging away at each other with such fury that Alice 
got behind a tree to be out of the way of the blows. 

"I wonder, now, what the Rules of Battle are,” she 
said to herself, as she watched the fight, timidly peeping 
out from her hiding-place: "one Rule seems to be that, 
if one Knight hits the other, he knocks him off his 
horse, and if he misses, he tumbles off himself— and 
another Rule seems to be that they hold their clubs 
in their arms, as if they were Pimch and Judy. WTiat 
a noise they make when they tumble. Just like fixe- 
irons falling into the fender! And how quiet the horses 
are! They let them get on and off them just as if they 
were tables ! ” 

Another Rule of Battle, that Alice had not noticed, 
seemed to be that they always fell on their heads, and 
the battle ended with their both falling off in this way, 
side by side : when they got up again, they shook hands, 
and then the Red Knight moimted and galloped off. 
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"It was a glorioTis victory, wasn’t it?" said the 
White Knight, as he came up panting. 

"I don't Imow,” Alice said doubtfully. "I don’t 
want to be anybody’s prisoner. I want to be a Queen." 

"So you will, when you’ve crossed the next brook,” 
said the White Knight. "I’ll see you safe to the end 
of the wood — ^and then I must go back, you know. 
That’s the end of my move." 

"Thank you very much," said Alice. "May I help 
you off with your helmet?" It was evidently more 
than he could manage by himself; however ^e managed 
to shake him out of it at last. 

"Now one can breathe more easily,” said the Elnight. 
putting back his shaggy hair with both hands, and 
turning his gentle face and large iruld eyes to Alice. 
She thought she had never seen such a strange-looldng 
soldier in all her life. 

He was dressed in tin armour, which seemed to fit 
him very badly, and he had a queer little deal box 
fastened across his shoulders upside-down, and with 
the lid hanging open. Alice looked at it with great 
curiosity. 

“I see you’re admiring my little box,” the Knight 
said in a friendly tone. "It’s my owm invention — to 
keep clothes and sandwiches in. You see I carry it 
upside-down, so that the rain can’t get in.” 

"But the things can get o-uf/' Alice gently remarked. 
"Do you know the lid’s open? ” 

"I didn't know it,” the Knight said, a shade of 
vexation passing over his face. "Then aU the things 
must have fallen out! And the box is no izse without 
them.” He tmfastened it as he spoke, and was just 
going to throw it into the bushes, when a sudden thought 
seemed to strike him, and he hung it carefully on a tree. 
“ Can you guess why I did that? ’’ he said to Alice. 

Alice shook her head. 

"In hopes some bees may make a nest in it — ^then 
I should get the honey.” 

"But you’ve got a bee-hive — or something like one 
— ^fastened to the saddle," said Alice. 
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"Yes, it’s a very good bee-hive," the Knight said in 
a discontented tone, “one of the best kind. But not 
a single bee has come near it yet. And the other thing 
IS a mouse-trap. I suppose the mice keep the bees 
out — or the bees keep the mice out, I don’t know 
which." 

"I was wondering what the mouse-trap was for," 
said Alice. "It isn’t very likely there would be any 
mice on the horse’s back." 

"Not very likely, perhaps,” said the Knight; "but, 
if they do come, I don’t choose to have them running 
aU about." 

"You see," he went on after a pause, “it’s as well to 
be provided for everything. That’s the reason the horse 
has anklets rotmd his feet." 

"But what axe they for?" Alice asked in a tone of 
great curiosity. 

“To guard against the bites of sharks," the Knight 
replied. "It's an invention of my own. And now 
help me on. I’ll go with you to the end of the wood — 
What’s that dish for? ” 

“It’s meant for plum-cake," said Alice. 

“We’d better take it with us," the Knight said. 
"It’U come in handy if we find any plum-cake. Help 
me to get it into this bag." 

This took a long time to manage, though Alice held 
the bag open very carefully, because the Knight was 
so very awkward in putting in the dish: the first two or 
three times that he tried he fell in himself instead. 
"It’s rather a tight fit, you see," he said, as they got 
it in at last ; " there are so many candlesticks in the bag.” 
And he hung it to the saddle, which was already loaded 
with bunches of carrots, and fire-irons, and many other 
things. 

"I hope you’ve got your hair well fastened on?” he 
continued, as they set off. 

" Only in the usual way,” Alice said, smiling. 

“That’s hardly enough," he said anxiously. "You 
see the wind is so very strong here. It's as strong as 
soup." 
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“Have you invented a plan for keeping one's haii 
from being blown off?” Alice inquired. 

“Not yet,” said the Knight. “But I’ve got a plan 
for keeping it from falling off.” 

“I should like to hear it very much." 

“First you take an upright stick,” said the Knight. 
“Then you make your hair creep up it, like a fruit-tree. 
Now the reason hair falls off is because it hangs down — 
things never fall upwards, you know. It’s my own 
invention. You may try it if you like.” 

It didn't sound a comfortable plan, Alice thought, 
and for a few minutes she walked on in silence, puzzling 
over the idea, and every now and then stopping to help 
the poor Knight, who certainly was not a good rider. 

Vi^enever the horse stopj>ed (which it did very often), 
he fell off in front; and whenever it went on again (which 
it generedly did rather suddenly), he fell off behind. 
Otherwise he kept on pretty well, except that he had 
a habit of now and then falling off sideways; and as 
he generally did this on the side on which Alice was 
walking, she soon found that it was the best plan not 
to walk quite close to the horse. 

“ I'm afraid you’ve not had much practice in riding,” 
she ventured to say, as she was helping him up from 
his fifth tumble. 

The Knight looked very much surprised, and a little 
offended at the remark. “What makes you say that?” 
he asked, as he scrambled back into the saddle, keeping 
hold of Alice's hair with one hand, to save himself ffom 
falling over on the other side. 

“Because people don’t fall off quite so often, when 
they’ve had much practice.” 

“I’ve had plenty of practice,” the Knight said very 
gravely; “plenty of practice!” 

Alice could think of nothing better to say than, 
“Indeed?” but she said it as heartily as she could. 
They went on a little way in silence after this, the 
Knight with his eyes shut, muttering to himself, and 
Alice watching anxiously for the next tumble. 

'“Hie great art of riding,” the Knight suddenly began 
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in a loud voice, waving his right arm as he spoke, "is 

to keep '* Here the sentence ended as suddenly as 

it had begxm, as the Knight fell heavily on the top of 
his head exactly in the path where Alice was waling. 
She was quite frightened this time, and said in an 
anxious tone, as she picked him up, “I hope no bones 
are broken? " 

"None to speak of,” the Knight said, as if he didn’t 
mind breaking two or three of them. “The great art 
of riding, as I was sa 3 dng, is — ^to keep your balance. 
Like this, you know ” 

He let go the bridle, and stretched out both his 
arms to show Alice what he meant, and this time he 
fell flat on his back, right under the horse’s feet. 

“Plenty of practice!” he went on repeating, all the 
time that Alice was getting him on his feet again. 
"Plenty of practice!” 

"It’s too ridiculous!” cried Alice, getting quite out 
of patience. "You ought to have a wooden horse on 
wheels, that you ought!” 

" Does that kind go smoothly ? ” the Knight asked 
in a tone of great interest, clasping his arms round the 
horse’s neck as he spoke, just in time to save himself 
from tumbling ojBE again. 

“Much more smoothly than a live horse,” Alice said, 
with a little scream of laughter, in spite of all she could 
do to prevent it. 

“I’U get one,” the Knight said thoughtfully to him- 
self- " One or two — several.” 

There was a short silence after this; then the Knight 
went on again. " I’m a great hand at inventing things. 
Now, I dare say you noticed, the last time you picked 
me up, that I was looking thoughtful? ” 

"You were a little grave,” said Alice. 

“Well, just then I was inventing a new way of getting 
over a gate — ^would you like to hear it? ” 

“ Very much indeed,” Alice said politely. 

“I’ll tell you how I came to think of it," said the 
Knight. “You see, I said to myself, ’The only difficulty 
is with the feet: the head is high enough already,’ Now, 
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first I put my head on the top of the gate — then the 
head’s high enough — ^then I stand on my head — ^then 
the feet are high enough, you see — ^then I’m over, you 
see." 

"Yes, I suppose you’d be over when that was done,” 
Alice said thoughtfully; "but don’t you think it would 
be rather hard ? ” 

"I haven’t tried it yet," the Knight said, gravely: 
"so I can’t tell for certain — ^but I’m afraid it would 
be a little hard " 

He looked so vexed at the idea, that Alice changed 
the subject hastily. "What a curious helmet you've 
got!" she said cheerfully. "Is that your invention 
too?" 

The Knight looked down proudly at his helmet, 
which hung from the saddle, "Yes,” he said, "but 
I’ve invented a better one than that — ^like a sugar-loaf. 
When I used to wear it, if I fell off the horse, it always 
touched the groimd directly. So I had a very little 
way to fall, you see — But there was the danger of 
falhng into it, to be sure. That happened to me once 
— and the worst of it was, before I could get out again, 
the other White Knight came and put it on. He thought 
it was his own helmet.” 

The Knight looked so solemn about it that Alice did 
not dare to laugh. "I'm afraid you must have hurt 
him," she said in a trembling voice, "being on the 
top of his head.” 

“I had to kick him, of course,” the Knight said, 
very seriously. "And then he took the helmet off 
again — ^but it took hours and hoxus to get me out 
I was as fast as — as lightning, you know.” 

"But that's a different kind of fastness,” Alice 
objected. 

The Knight shook his head. "It was all kinds of 
fastness with me, I can assure you ! ” he said He 
raised his hands in some excitement as he said this, 
and instantly roUed out of the saddle, and fell headlong 
into a deep ditch. 

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to look for him. 
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Sh.e was rather startled by the fall, as for some time he 
had kept on very well, and she was afraid that he 
really was hurt tins time. However, though she could 
see not h ing but the soles of his feet, she was much 
relieved to hear that he was talking on in his usual 
tone. "All kinds of fastness,” he repeated: "but it 
was careless of him to put another man’s helmet on — 
with the man in it, too.” 

“How can you go on talking so quietly, head down- 
wards?” Alice asked, as she dragged him out by the 
feet, and laid him in a heap on the bank. 

The Knight looked surprised at the question. " What 
does it matter where my body happens to be?" he 
said. "My mind goes on working ^ the same. In 
fact, the more head downwards I am, the more I keep 
inventing new things.” 

“Now the cleverest thing that I ever did,” he went 
on after a pause, “was inventing a new pudding druing 
the meat-course.” 

"In time to have it cooked for the next course?” 
said Alice. “WeU, that was qtdck work, certainly.” 

“Well, not the next comrse,” the Knight said in a 
slow thoughtful tone: "no, certainly not the next 
course.” 

“Then it would have to be the next day. I suppose 
you wouldn’t have two pudding-coirrses in one dinner? ” 

"Well, not the next day,” the Knight repeated as 
before: “not the next day. In fact,” he went on, 
holding his head down, and his voice getting lower 
and lower, “I don’t believe that pudding ever was 
cooked! In fact, I don’t believe "^at pudding ever 
will be cooked! And yet it was a very clever pudding 
to invent.” 

" What did you mean it to be made of? ” Alice asked, 
hoping to cheer him up, for he seemed quite low-spirited 
about it. 

“ It began with blotting-paper,” the Knight answered 
with a groan. 

"That wouldn’t be very nice, I’m afraid '* 

“Not very nice alone” he interrupted, qrrite eagerly: 
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•'but you’ve no idea wh.at a difference it makes, mixing 
it with other things — ^such as gunpowder and sealing-wax. 
And here I must leave you.” 

Alice could only look puzzled: she was thinking of 
the pudding. 

"You are sad,” the Knight said in an anxious tone. 
” let me sing you a song to comfort you.” 

"Is it very long?” Alice asked, for she had heard a 
good deal of poetry that day. 

"It’s long,” said the Knight, "but it's very, very 
beautiful. Everybody that hears me sing it — either 
it brings the tears into their eyes, or else ” 

"Or else what? ” said Alice, for the Knight had made 
a sudden pause. 

"Or el^ it doesn't, you know. The name of the 
song is called 'Haddocl^' Eyes.'” 

"Oh, that's the name of the song, is it?” Alice said, 
trying to feel interested. 

"No, you don’t imderstand,” the Knight said, looking 
a little vexed. "That's what the name is called. The 
name really is ‘The Aged Aged Man."' 

"Then I ought to have said, ‘That's what the so«g 
is called’?” Alice corrected herself. 

"No, you oughtn’t: that’s another thing. The song 
is called ‘Ways and Means': but that's only what it's 
called, you know! ” 

"Well, what is the song, then?” said Alice, who was 
by this time completely bewildered. 

"I was coming to that,” the Knight said. "The 
song really is ‘A-sitting On a Gate’: and the time’s 
my own invention.” 

So sa 3 dng, he stopped his horse and let the reins fall 
on its neck: then, slowly beating time with one hand, 
and with a faint smile lighting up his gentle, foolish 
face, he began 

Of aU the strange things that Alice saw in her journey 
Through The Looking-Glass, this was the one that she 
always remembered most clearly. Yeairs afterwards she 
could bring the whole scene back again, as if it had been 
only yesterday — ^the mild blue eyes and kindly smile 
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of the Knight — ^the setting sun gleaming through his 
hair , and shining on his armour in a blaze of light that 
quite dazzled her — the horse quietly moving about, 
with the reins hanging loose on his neck, cropping the 
grass at her feet — ^and the black shadows of the forest 
behind — aU this she took in like a pictture, as, with 
one hand shading her eyes, she leant against a tree, 
watching the strange pair, and listening, in a half-dream, 
to the melancholy music of the song. 

“But the txme isn’t his own invention,” she said to 
herself; "it’s ‘I give thee all, I can no more.”' She 
stood and listened very attentively, but no tears came 
into her eyes. 

" I'll tell thee everything I can ; 

There’s little to relate. 

I saw an aged aged man, 

A-sitting on a gate, 

' Wlio are yon, aged man ? ' I said, 

' And how is it yon live ? ' 

And his answer trickled through my head 
Like water through a sieve 


''He said look for butterflies 
That sleep among the wheat: 

I make them mto mutton pies. 

And sell them in the street, 

I sell them unto men,' he said, 

' Who sail on stormy seas ; 

And that's the way I get my bread* 
A trifle, if you please/ 


" But I was thinking of a plan 
To dye one's whiskers green. 

And alwayTs use so large a fan 
That they could not be seen. 

So, having no reply to give 
To what the old man said, 

I cried ‘Come, tell me how you live!' 
And thumped him on the head. 

•‘His accents mild took up the tale: 

He said ' I go niy ways. 

And when I find a mountain -rill, 

I set it in a blaze ; 
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And tlience th.ey make a stndff th.ey call 
3R.owlands’ Macassar Oil — 

Yet twopence-lialf penny is all 
Tkey give me for my toil/ 

But I was thinking of a way 
To feed oneself on hatter. 

And so go on from day to day 
Getting a little fatter. 

I shook him well from side to side. 

Until his face was blue : 

'Come, tell me how you live/ X cned, 

' And what it is you do 1 * 

" He said * I hunt for haddocks' eyes 
Among the heather bright. 

And work them into waistcoat-buttons 
In the silent night. 

And these I do not sell for gold 
Or coin of silvery shine. 

But for a copper halfpenny. 

And that wrll purchase nine. 

^ I sometimes dig for buttered rolls. 

Or set limed twigs for crabs ; 

I sometimes search the grassy knolls 
For wheels of Hansom-cabs. 

And that's the way' (he gave a wink) 

• By which I get my wealth 

And very gladly will I dnnk 
Your Honour's noble health.' 

I heard him th«a, for I had just 
Completed my design 
To keep the Menai bridge from rust 
By boiling it in wine. 

I thanked him much for telling me 
The way he got his wealth. 

But chiefly for his wish that he 
Might dnnk my noble health, 

**And now, if e'er by chance I put 
My Angers into glue. 

Or madly squeeze a right-hand foot 
Into a left-hand shoe. 

Or if I drop upon my toe 
A very heavy weight, 

I weep, for it reminds me so 
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Of that old man I used to know — 

Whose look was mild, whose speech was slow. 
Whose hair was whiter than the snow. 

Whose face was very like a crow. 

With eyes, hke cinders, all aglow. 

Who seemed distracted with his woe. 

Who rocked his body to and fro. 

And muttered mumblingly and low. 

As if bis mouth were full of dough. 

Who snorted hke a bnfialo — 

That summer evening long ago 
A-sitting on a gate.^^ 

As the Knight sang the last words of the ballad, he 
gathered up the reins, and turned his horse’s head 
along the road by which they had come. "You’ve 
only a few yards to go," he said, "down the hUl and 
over that little brook, and then you’ll be a Queen — 
But you’ll stay and see me off jSrst ? ’’ he added as 
Alice turned away with an eager look. “I shan’t be 
long. You’ll wait and wave your handkerchief when 
I get to that turn, in the road? I think it’ll encomrage 
me, you see.” 

"Of course I’ll wait," said Alice: "and thank you 
very much for coming so far — ^and for the song — 
I liked it very much." 

"I hope so," the Knight said doubtfully: "but you 
didn’t cry so much as I expected." 

So they shook hands, and then the Knight rode slowly 
away into the forest. "It won’t take long to see him 
I expect,” Alice said to herself, as she stood watching 
him . "There he goesl Right on his head as usual! 
However, he gets on again pretty easily — ^that comes 

of having so many things hung roimd the horse " 

So she went on talking to herself, as she watched the 
horse walking leisurely along the road, and the Klnight 
tumbling off, first on one side and then on the other. 
Aiter the fourth or fifth tumble he reached the turn, 
and then she waved her handkerchief to him , and 
waited till he was out of sight- 

"I hope it encouraged him," she said, as she turned 
to run down the hill: "and now for the last brook, 
and to be a Queen! How grand it sounds!” A very 
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few steps brought her to the edge of the brook. "The 
Eighth Square at last!” she cried, as she bounded over 


and threw herself down to rest on a lawn as soft as 
moss, with little flower-beds dotted all about it here 
and there. "Oh, how glad I am to get here! And 
what is this on my head?” she exclaimed in a tone of 
dismay, as she put her hands up to something very 
heavy, that fitted tight round her head. 

"But how can it have got there without my knowing 
it?” she said to herself, as she lifted it off, and set it 
on her lap to make out what it could possibly be. 

It was a golden crown. 


CHAPTER IX 

QUEEN ALICE 

" Well, this is grand 1 ” said Alice. " I never expected 
I should be a Queen so soon — ^and I'll tell you what 
it is, your Majesty,” she went on in a severe tone (she 
was always rather fond of scolding herself), "it’ll never 
do to loll about on the grass like that! Queens have 
to be dignified, you know!” 

So she got up and walked about — rather stiffly just 
at first, as she was afraid that the crown might come 
off: but she comforted herself with the thought that 
there was nobody to see her, "and if I really am a 
Queen,” she said as she sat down again, "I shall be 
able to manage it qmte well in time.” 

Everything was happening so oddly that she didn’t 
feel a bit surprised at finding the Red Queen and the 
White Queen sitting close to her, one on each side : she 
would have liked very much to ask them how they 
came there, but she feared it would not be quite civil. 
However, there will be no harm, she thought, in asking 

if the game was over. "Please, would you teU me ” 

she began, looking timidly at the Red Queen. 



THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 185 

“Speak when you're spoken tol" the Red Queen 
sharply interrupted her. 

“But if everybody obeyed that rule/' said Alice, 
who was always ready for a little argument, “and if 
you only spoke when you were spoken to, and the other 
person always waited for you to begin, you see nobody 
would ever say anything, so that ” 

"Ridiculous!’’ cried the Queen. “Why, don’t you 

see, child ’’ here she broke off with a frown, and, 

after thinking for a minute, suddenly changed the 
subject of the conversation. “What do you mean by 
‘If you really are a Queen'? What right have you to 
call yourself so? You can’t be a Queen, you know, 
till you’ve passed the proper examination. And the 
sooner we begin it, the better.’’ 

“I only said ‘if’!*' poor Alice pleaded in a piteous 
tone. 

The two Queens looked at each other, and the Red 
Queen remarked, with a little shudder, “She says she 
only said ‘if’ ’’ 

“But she said a great deal more than that 1 ’’ the White 
Queen moaned, wringing her hands. “Oh, ever so 
much more than that!” 

"So you did, you know,” the Red Queen said to 
Alice. “Always speak the truth — ^think before you 
speak — ^and write it down afterwards." 

“I’m sure I didn’t mean ” Alice was beginning, 

but the Red Queen interrupted. 

"That’s just what I complain of! You should have 
meant! W^at do you suppose is the use of a child 
without any meaning? Even a joke should have some 
meaning — and a child’s more important than a joke, 
I hope. You couldn’t deny that, even if you tried 
with both hands." 

“ I don’t deny things with my hands” Alice objected. 

“Nobody said you did,” said the Red Queen, “I said 
you couldn’t if you tried.” 

“She’s in that state of mind,” said the WThite Queen, 
“that she want’s to deny something — only she doesn't 
know what to deny!” 
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"A nasty, vicdons temper,” the Red Queen remarked, 
and then there was an uncomfortable silence for a 
minute or two. 

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying to the 
White Queen, "I invite you to Alice’s dinner-party 
this afternoon ” 

The 'V\Tiite Queen smiled feebly, and said, “And 
I invite you/’ 

“I didn’t know I was to have a party at all,” said 
Alice; “but if there is to be one, I thi^ 7 ought to 
invite the guests.” 

“We gave you the opportunity of doing it,” the 
Red Queen remarked: “but I dare say you’ve not had 
many lessons in manners yet? ” 

“Manners are not taught in lessons,” said Alice. 
“Lessons teach you to do sums, and things of that sort.” 

“Can you do Addition?” the White Queen asked. 
“What’s one and one and one and one and one and one 
and one and one and one and one? ” 

“I don’t know,” said Alice “I lost count.” 

“She can’t do Addition,” the Red Queen interrupted 
“Can you do Subtraction? Take nine from eight.” 

“Nme from eight I can’t, you know,” Alice replied 
very readily: “but ” 

“She can’t do Substruction, ” said the White Queen. 
“Can you do Division? Divide a loaf by a knife — 
what’s the answer to that ? ” 

“I suppose ” Alice was beginning, but the Red 

Queen answered for her. “Bread-and-butter, of course. 
Try another Subtraction sum. Take a bone from a 
dog. What remains?” 

Alice considered “The bone wouldn’t remain, of 
course, if I took it — and the dog wouldn’t remain; it 
would come to bite me — and I’m sure 7 shoul^’t 
remain! ” 

“Then you think nothing would remain?” said the 
Red Queen 

" I think that’s the answer.*’ 

“Wrong, as usual,” said the Red Queen: "the doe’s 
temp>er would remain.*’ 



THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 187 

“But I don’t see how ” 

“Why, look herel’* the Red Queen cried. “The dog 
would lose its temper, wouldn’t it? 

“Perhaps it would,’’ Alice replied cautiously. 

“Then if the dog went away, its temper would 
remain!’’ the Queen exclaimed. 

Alice said, as gravely as she could, “They might go 
different ways.’’ But she couldn’t help blinking to 
herself, “What dreadful nonsense we are talking!’’ 

“She can’t do sums a 61^!’’ the Queens said together, 
with great emphasis. 

“Can you do sums?’’ Alice said, turning suddenly 
on the White Queen, for she didn’t like being found 
fault with so much. 

The Queen gasped and shut her eyes. “I can do 
Addition,’’ she said, “if you give me time — ^but I can’t 
do Substruction tmder any circumstances ! ’’ 

"Of course you know your A B C?’’ said the Red 
Queen. 

“To be sure I do,’’ said Alice. 

“So do I,’’ the White Queen whispered. "We’U 
often say it over together, dear. And I’ll teU you a 
secret — can read words of one letter! Isn’t thai 
grand? However, don’t be discouraged. You’ll come 
to it in time.’’ 

Here the Red Queen began again. “Can you answer 
useful questions?’’ she said. “How is bread made?’’ 

“I know thaiV Alice cried eagerly. “You take 
some flour ’’ 

"Where do you pick the flower?*’ the White Queen 
asked. "In a garden, or in the hedges? *’ 

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,’’ Alice explained: “it’s 
ground ’’ 

“How many acres of ground? ’’ said the White Queen. 
“You mustn’t leave out so many things.’’ 

“Fan her head!’’ the Red Queen anxiously inter- 
rupted. “She’ll be feverish after so much thinking.*’ 
So they set to work and fanned her with bunches of 
leaves, till she had to beg them to leave off, it blew her 
hair about so 
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“ She’s aU right again now,” said the Red Queen. 
"Do you know Languages? What’s the French for 
hddle-de-dee? ” 

“Fiddle-de-dee’s not English,” Alice replied gravely. 

“Who said it was? ” said the Red Queen. 

Alice thought she saw a way out of the difSculty this 
time. “If you’ll teU me what lan^age ‘fiddle-de-dee’ 
is, I’U tell you the French for it I” she exclaimed 
triumphantly. 

But the Red Queen drew herself up rather stiffly, 
and said " Queens never make bargains.” 

"I wish Queens never asked questions,” Alice thought 
to herself. 

“Don’t let us quarrel,” the White Queen said in an 
anxious tone. “What is the cause of lightning?” 

"The cause of lightning,” Alice said very decidedly, 
for she felt quite stue about this, “is the thunder — 
ao, no!” she hastily corrected herself. “I meant the 
other way.” 

“It's too late to correct it,” said the Red Queen: 
“when you’ve once said a thing, that fixes it, and 
you must take the consequences.” 

“Which reminds me ” the White Queen said, 

looking down and nervously clasping and imclasping 
her hands, "we had such a thunderstorm last Tuesday 
— I mean one of the last set of Tuesdays, you 
know.” 

“In our coimtry,” Alice remarked, “there’s only one 
day at a time ” 

The Red Queen said, “That’s a poor thin way of 
doing things. Now here, we mostly have days and 
nights two or three at a time, and sometimes in the 
winter we take as many as five nights together — for 
warmth, you know.” 

“Are five nights warmer thm one night, then?” 
Alice ventured to ask 

“Five times as warm, of course.” 

“But they should be five times as cold, by the saone 
rule ” 

“Just so!” cried the Red Queen. 


"Five times as 
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wann, and. five times as cold — ^jast as I’m five times 
as ricii as you axe, and five times as clever I" 

Alice sighed and gave it up. "It's exactly like a 
riddle with no answer!" she thought. 

"Humpty Uumpty saw it too,” the White Queen 
went on in a low voice, more as if she were talking to 
herself. "He came to the door with a corkscrew in 
his hand ’’ 

"What for? ” said the Red Queen. 

"He said he wotdd come in,” the White Queen went 
on, "because he was looking for a hippopotamus. 
Now, as it happened, there wasn’t such a thing in the 
house, that morning.” 

"Is there generally?” Alice asked in an astonished 
tone. 

"Well, only on 'fhursdays,” said the Queen. 

"I know what he came for,” said Alice; "he wanted 
to punish the fish, becaxise ” 

Here the White Queen began again. "It was such 
a thunderstorm, you can’t think 1 ” (“She never could, 
you know,” said the Red Queen.) "And part of the 
roof came off, and ever so much thunder got in — and 
it went rolling round the room in great lumps — and 
knocking over the tables and things — ^till I was so 
frightened, I couldn’t remember my own name!” 

Alice thought to herself, " I never should try to 
remember my name in the middle of an accident ! 
Where would be the use of it?” But she did not say 
this aloud for fear of hurting the poor Queen’s feelings. 

"Your Majesty must excuse her,” the Red Queen 
said to Alice, taking one of the White Queen’s hands in 
her own, and gently stroking it: "she means well, but 
she can’t help sajung foolish things, as a general rule.” 

The White Queen looked timidly at Alice, who felt 
she ought to say something kind, but really couldn’t 
think of anything. 

"She never was really well brought up,” the Red 
Queen went on; "but it's amazing how good-tempered 
she is ! Pat her on the head, and see how pleased she’ll 
be! ” But this was more than Alice had courage to do. 
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"A little kindness — and putting h.er hair in papers — 
would do wonders with her ” 

The White Queen gave a deep sigh, and laid her 
head on Alice’s shoulder. “I am so sleepy!” she 
moaned 

"She’s tired, poor thing!” said the Red Queen. 
"Smooth her hair — ^lend her your nightcap — and sing 
her a soothing lullaby.” 

"I haven’t got a nightcap with me,” said Alice, as 
she tried to obey the first direction: "and I don’t know 
any soothing lullabies.” 

"I must do it myself, then,” said the Red Queen, 
and she began : 

" Hush.-a-by lady, in Alice's lap I 
Till the feast’s ready, we’ve time for a nap : 

When the feast’s over, we’ll go to the ball — 

Red Queen, and White Queen, and Alice, and all! 

^'And now you know the words,” she added, as she 
put her head down on Alice’s other shoulder, "just 
sing it through to me. I’m getting sleepy too." In 
another moment both Queens were fast asleep, and 
snoring loud. 

"What am I to do?” exclaimed Alice, looking about 
in great perplexity, as first one rormd head, and then 
the other, rolled down from her shoulder, and lay 
like a heavy lump in her lap. "I don’t think it ever 
happened before, that any one had to take care of two 
Queens asleep at once! No, not in all the History of 
England — ^it couldn't, you know, because there never 
was more than one Queen at a time. Do wake up, 
you heavy things!” she went on in an impatient tone; 
but there was no answer but a gentle snoring. 

The snoring got more distinct every minute, and 
soimded more like a tune: at last she could even make 
out words, and she listened so eagerly that, when the 
two great heads suddenly vanished from her lap, she 
hardly missed them. 

She was standing before an arched doorway, over 
which were the words QUEEN AUCE in large letters, and 
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on each side of it there was a bell-handle; one marked 
“Visitors’ Bell,” and the other “Servants’ Bell.” 

“I’U wait till the song’s over,” thought Alice, “and 
then I’U ring the — ^the — which bell must I ring? ” she 
jeent on, very much puzzled by the names. “ I’m not 
a visitor, and I’m not a servant. There ought to be 
one marked ‘ Queen,’ you know ” 

Just then the door opened a little way, and a creature 
with a long beak put its head out for a moment and 
said, “No admittance tiU the week after next!” and 
shut the door again with a bang. 

Alice knocked and rang in vain for a long time, but 
at last a very old Frog, who was sitting under a tree, 
got up and hobbled slowly towards her: he was dressed 
in bright yellow, and had enormous boots on. 

“What is it, now?” the Frog said in a deep, hoarse 
whisper. 

Alice turned round, ready to find fault with anybody 
“Where’s the servant whose business it is to answer 
the door?” she began 

“Which door? ” said the Frog. 

Alice almost stamped with irritation at the slow 
drawl in which he spoke. ‘'This door, of course!” 

The Frog looked at the door with his large dull eyes 
for a minute: then he went nearer and rubbed it with 
his thumb, as if he were trying whether the paint would 
come off; then he looked at Alice. 

“To answer the door?” he said. “What’s it been 
asking of ? ” He was so hoarse that Alice could scarcely 
hear him. 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” she said. 

“I speaks English, doesn’t I?” the Frog went on. 
“Or are you deaf? What did it ask you?” 

"Nothing!” Alice said impatiently. “I’ve been 
knocking at it!” 

"Shouldn’t do that — shouldn’t do that,” the Frog 
muttered. “Wexes it, you know.” Then he went up 
and gave the door a kick with one of his great feet. 
“You let it alone,” he panted out, as he hobbled back 
to his tree, " and it’ll let you alone, you know.” 
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At tMs moment the door was flung open, and a shrill 
voice was heard singing: 

To the Looking^-glass world it was Alice that said^ 

' ve a sceptre in hand, IVe a crown on my head ; 

I>et the Tookmg-glass creatures, whatever they be. 

Come and dine with the Red Queen, the White Queen, 
and meT*' 

And hundreds of voices joined ia the chorus: 

” TTien fill up the glasses as quick as yon can 
And sprinkle the table with buttons and bran : 

Put cats in the cofee, and mice m the tea — 

And welcome Queen Alice with thirty'-times -three I '' 

Then followed a confused noise of cheering, and Alice 
thought to herself, '^Thirty times three makes ninety 
I wonder if anyone's counting?" In a minute there 
was silence again, and the same shrill voice sang another 
verse : 

“'O Looking-glass creatures,' quoth Ahce, ‘draw near! 

'Tis an honour to see me, a favour to hear: 

'Tis a privilege high to have dinner and tea 

Along with the Red Queen, the White Queen, and me I ' ” 

Then came the chorus again : 

'"Then fill up the glasses with treacle and ink. 

Or anything else that is pleasant to drink; 

Mi:x; sand with the cider, and wool with the wine — 

And welcome Queen Ahce with nmety-times-nme I " 

“Ninety times nine!” Alice repeated in despair. 
“Oh, that'll never be done! I'd better go ia at once — ” 
and in she went, and there was a dead silence the moment 
she appeared 

Alice glanced nervously along the table, as she walked 
up the large hall, and noticed that there were about fifty 
guests, of all kinds * some were animals, some birds, and 
there were even a few flowers among them. "I’m glad 
they’ve come without waiting to be asked,” she thought: 
“I should never have known who were the right people 
to invite!” 

There were three chairs at the head of the table; the 
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Red and White Queens had taken two of them, but the 
middle one was empty. Alice sat down, rather uncom- 
fortable at the silence, and longing for someone to speak. 

At last the Red Queen began. "You've missed the 
soup and fi^,” she said. “Put on the joint!” And 
the waiters set a leg of mutton before Alice, who looked 
at it rather anxiously, as she had never had to carve 
one before. 

"You look a little shy; let me introduce you to that 
leg of mutton,” said the Red Queen. "AJice — Mutton; 
Mutton — ^Ahce.” The leg of mutton got up in the dish 
and made a little bow to Alice; and she returned the 
bow, not knowing whether to be frightened or amused. 

"May I give you a slice?" she said, taking up the 
knife and fork, and looking from one Queen to the other. 
^^ “^rtainly not,” the Red Queen said, very decidedly: 
"it isn’t etiquette to cut anyone you’ve been introduced 
to. Remove the joint!” And the waiters carried it 
off, and brought a large plum-pudding in its place. 

"I won't be introduced to the pudding, please,” 
AJice said rather hastily, “or we shall get no dinner 
at all May I give you some?” 

But the Red Queen looked sulky, and growled, 
"Pudding — ^Alice; Alice — Pudding. Remove the pud- 
ding!” and the waiters took it away before Alice could 
return its bow. 

However, she didn’t see why the Red Queen should 
be the only one to give orders, so, as eua experiment, 
she called out, "Waiter! Bring back the pudding!” 
and there it was again in a moment, like a conjuring 
trick. It was so large that she couldn't help feeUng a 
UUle shy with it, as she had been with the mutton, 
however, she conquered her shyness by a great effort, 
and handed a slice to the Red Queen. 

“ What impeidinence 1 ” said the Pudding. " I wonder 
how you'd like it, if I were to cut a slice out of you, you 
creature!” 

Alice could only look at it and gasp. 

"Make a remark,” said the Red Queen : "it’s lidictilous 
to leave all the conversation to the pudding ! ” 
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“Do you know, I’ve had such a quantity of poetry 
repeated to me to-day,” Alice began, a little frightened 
at jOnding that, the moment she opened her hps, there 
was dead silence, and all eyes were fixed upon her; 
“and it's a very ciuious thing, I think — every poeni 
was about fishes in some way. Do you know why 
they're so fond of fishes, all about here ? '' 

She spoke to the Red Queen, whose answer was a 
little wide of the mark. “As to fishes,” she said, very 
slowly and solemnly, putting her mouth close to Alice’s 
ear, “her White Majesty knows a lovely riddle — all in 
jxsetry — ^all about fishes. Shall she repeat it ? ” 

"Her Red Majesty’s very kind to mention it,” the 
White Queen murmured into Alice's other ear, in a 
voice like the cooing of a pigeon. “It would be such 
a treat! May I?” 

“Please do,” Alice said very politely. 

The White Queen laughed with delight, and stroked 
Alice’s cheek. Then she began: 

" ‘ First the fish must be caught ’ 

That is easy; a baby, I think, could have caught it. 

'Next, the fish must be bought.’ 

That is easy: a penny, I think, would have bought it 

" ‘ Now cook me the fish 1 ’ 

That is easy, and will not take more than a minute 
' Let it lie in a dish 1 * 

That is easy, because it alreeidy is in it. 

" ' Bring it here 1 Let me sup 1 ’ 

It is easy to set such a dish on the table. 

‘ Take the dish-cover up ! ' 

Ah, that is so hard that I fear I’m unable I 

" For it holds it like glue 

Holds the lid to the dish, while it lies in the middle : 
Which is easiest to do. 

Un-dish-cover the fish, or dishcover the riddle ? " 

“Take a minute to think about it, and then guess,” 
said the Red Queen. “Meanwhile, we'll drinlc your 
health — Queen Alice's health!” she screamed at the 
top of her voice, and all the guests b^an drinking it 
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directly, and very queerly they managed it: some of 
them put their glasses upon their heads like extinguishers, 
and drank aU that trickled down their faces — others 
upset the decanters, and drank the wine as it ran off 
the edges of the table — and three of them (who looked 
like kangaroos) scrambled into the dish of roast mutton, 
and began to lap up the gravy, “Just like pigs in a 
trough!" thought Alice. 

“You ought to return thanks in a neat speech,” the 
Red Queen said, frowning at Alice as she spoke. 

“We must support you, you know," the White Queen 
whispered, as Alice got up to do it, very obediently, but 
a little frightened. 

“Thank you veiy much,” she whispered in reply, 
“but I can do quite well without." 

"That wouldn't be at ail the thing,” the Red Queen 
said very decidedly: so AHce tried to submit to it with 
a good grace. 

("And they did push sol" she said afterwards, when 
she was telling her sister the history of the feast. "You 
would have thought they wanted to squeeze me flat ! ") 

In fact it was rather difficult for her to keep in her 
place while she made her speech : the two Queens pushed 
her so, one on each side, that they nearly lifted her up 

into ihe air: “I rise to return thanks ” Alice began: 

and she really did rise as she spoke, several inches; but 
she got hold of the edge of the table, and managed to 
pull herself down again. 

“Take care of yourself I” screamed the White Queen, 
seizing Alice’s hair with both her hands. "Something’s 
going to happen! ’’ 

And then (as AHce afterwards described it) all sorts 
of things happened in a moment. The candles all grew 
up to the ceiling, looking something like a bed of rushes 
with fireworks at the top. As to the bottles, they each 
took a pair of plates, which they hastily fitted on as 
wings, and so, with forks for legs, went fluttering about : 
“ and very like birds they look," AHce thought to herself, 
as weU as she could in the dreadful confusion that was 
b^inning. 
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At this moment she heard a hoarse laugh at her side, 
and turned to see what was the matter with the White 
Queen; but. instead of the Queen, there was the leg of 
mutton sitting in the chair. “Here I am!" cried a 
voice from the soup-tureen, and Alice turned again, 
just in time to see the Queen’s broad, good-natured 
face grinning at her for a moment over the edge of the 
tureen, before she disappeared into the soup. 

There was not a moment to be lost. Already several 
of the guests were l 3 ^g down in the dishes, and the 
soup-ladle was walMng up the table to AJice, and 
signing to her to get out of its way. 

"I can’t stand this any longer 1’’ she cried, as she 
seized the table-cloth with both hands: one good pull, 
and plates, dishes, guests, and candles came crashing 
down together in a heap on the floor. 

*'And as for you ” she went on, turning fiercely upon 
the Red Queen, whom she considered as the cause ol 
aU the mischief — ^but the Queen was no longer at her 
side — she had suddenly dwindled down to the size of a 
little doU, and was now on the table, merrily running 
round and round after her own shawl, which was 
trailing behind her. 

At any other time, Alice would have felt surprised 
at this, but she was far too much excited to be surprised 
at anything now. “As tov you,” she rep>eated, catching 
hold of the little creature in the very act of jumping 
over a bottle which had just lighted upon the table, 
“I’ll shake you into a kitten, that I wilU'* 


CHAPTER X 

SHAKING 

She took her off the table as she spoke, and shook her 
backwards and forwards with all her might. 

The Red Queen made no resistance whatever; only 
her face grew very small, and her eyes got large and 
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green: and still, as Alice went on shaking her, she kepi 
on growing shorter — and fatter — and softer — ^and 
rounder — and 


CHAPTER XI 

WAKING 

■and it really was a kitten, after all. 


CHAPTER XII 

WHICH DREAMED IT? 

“Yottr Red Majesty shouldn’t purr so loud,” Alice 
said, rubbing her eyes, and addressing the kitten 
respectfully, yet with some severity. "You woke me 
out of — oh! such a nice dream! And you've been 
along with me, Kitty — ^all through the Looking-glass 
world. Did you know it, dear?” 

It is a very inconvenient habit of kittens (Alice had 
once made the remark) that, whatever you say to 
them, they always purr. "If they would only purr 
for ‘yes,’ and mew for ‘no,’ or any rule of that sort,” 
she had said, “ so that one could keep up a conversation ! 
But how can you talk with a person if they always say 
the same thing? ” 

On this occasion the kitten only purred: and it was 
impossible to guess whether it meant "yes” or “no.” 

So Alice hunted among the chessmen on the table till 
she had fotmd the Red Queen: then she went down on 
her knees on the hearthrug, and put the kitten and the 
Queen to look at each other, "Now, Kitty! ” she cried, 
clapping her hands triumphantly. “You’ve got to 
confess that that was what you turned into!” 

("But it wouldn’t look at it,” she said, when she was 
explaining the thing afterwards to her sister: "it turned 
away its head, and pretended not to see it: but it looked 
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a little ashamed of itself, so I t hink it nvust have been the 
Red Queen.”) 

“Sit up a little more stifBy, dear f ’* Alice cried with a 
merry laugh. “And curtsey while you're thinking what 
to — ^what to purr. It saves time, remember I ” And she 
caught it up in her arms, and gave it one little kiss, “just 
in honour of its having been a Red Queen, you knowt” 

“Snowdrop, my pet!” she went on, looking over her 
shoulder at the 'ViTdte Kitten, which was still patiently 
tmdergoing its toilet, “when will Dinah have finished 
with your White Majesty, I wonder? That must be 
the reason you were so untidy in my dream. — ^Dinahl 
Do you know that you’re scrubbing a White Queen? 
Really, it’s most disrespectful of you, and I’m quite 
surprised at you!” 

“And what did Dinah turn to, I wonder? ” she prattled 
on, as she settled comfortably down, with one elbow on 
the rug, and her chin in her hand, to watch the kittens. 
“Tell me, Dinah, did you turn to Humpty Dumpty? 
I think you did — ^however, you’d better not mention it 
to yotrr friends just yet, for I’m not sure. 

“By the way, Kitty, if only you'd been reaUy with 
me in my dream, there was one thing you would have 
enjoyed — I had such a quantity of poetry said to me, 
aU about fishes! To-morrow morning you sbali have 
a real treat. All the time you're eating your breakfast, 
I'll repeat ‘The Walrus and the Carpenter’ to you; and 
then you can make believe it’s oysters, my dear! 

“Now, Kitty, let’s consider who it was that dreamed 
it all. This is a serious question, my dear, ariH you 
should not go on licking your paw hke that— -as if 
Dinah hadn’t washed you this morning! You see, 
Kitty, it must have been either me or the Red King* 
He was part of my dream, of course — ^but I was 

part of his dream, too! Was it the Red King, Kitty? 
You were his wife, my dear, so you ought to*know— - 
Oh, Kitty, do help to settle it! I'm sure your paw 
wait!” But the provoking kitten only began on the 
other paw, and pretended it hadn’t heard the Question 

Which do you think it was? 



PHANTASMAGORIA 

AND OTHER POEMS 




CANTO I 

THE TRYSXYKTG 

One winter night, a.t half-past nine. 

Cold., tired, and cross, and muddy, 

I had come home, too late to dine. 

And supper, with cigars and wine. 

Was waiting in the study. 

There was a strangeness in the room. 

And Something white and wavy 

’Was standing near me in the gloom 

I took it for the carpet-broom 

I^ft by that careless slavey. 

But presently the Thing began 
To shiver and to sneeze: 

On which I said, "Come, come, my man I 
That’s a most inconsiderate plan. 

l^ess noise there, if you please I ** 

"I’ve caught a cold.’’ the Thing replies, 
**Out there upon the landing.’’ 

I tuimed to look in some sixrprise, 

Amd there, before my very eyes, 

A httle Ghost was standingl 

He trembled when he caught my eye. 

And got behind a chair 
"How came you here,’’ I said, "and why? 
I never saw a thing so shy. 

Come out 1 Oon’t shiver there 1 ’’ 


aoi 



302 


I>IIA2SrXASMAGORIA 


He said, "I’d gladly tell you laow. 

And also tell you why; 

Hut" (here he gave a little bow) 
"You’re in so bad a temper now. 
You’d think it all a lie. 

"And as to being in a fright. 

Allow me to remark 
That Ghosts have just as good a right 
In every way, to fear the light. 

As Men to fear the dark." 

*'No plea," said I, "can well excuse 
Such cowardice in you: 

For Ghosts can visit when they choose. 
Whereas we Hmnans can’t refuse 
Xo grant the interview." 

He said, "A flutter of alarm 
Is not unnatural, is it? 

I really feared you meant some harm: 
But, now I see that you are calm. 

Let me explain my visit. 

"Hotises are classed, I beg to state. 
According to the number 
Of Ghosts that they accommodate: 
(Xhe Xenant merely counts as weight, 
W^ith Coals and other lunxber). 

’"Xhis is a ‘one-ghost’ house, and you 
WThen you arrived last summer. 
May have remarked a Spectre who 
Was doing all that Ghosts can do 
Xo welcome the new-comer. 

‘'In Villas this is always done 

However cheaply rented: 

For, though of coturse there’s less of fun 
When there is only room for one. 
Ghosts have to be contented. 
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**Th.at Spectre left you on the Third — 

Since then you've not heen haimted: 
For, as he never sent us word, 

'Twas quite by accident we heard 
That anyone was wanted. 

** A Spectre has first choice, by right. 

In filling up a vacancy; 

Then Phantom, Goblin, Elf, and Sprite — 
If all these fail them, they invite 

The nicest Ghoul that they can see. 

"The Spectres said the place was low. 
And that you kept bad wine: 

So, as a Phantom had to go. 

And I was first, of course, you know, 

I couldn’t well decline.” 

"No doubt,” said I, “they settled who 
Was fittest to be sent : 

Yet still to choose a brat like you. 

To haimt a man of forty-two, 

^ Was no great compliment ! ” 

“ I’m not so yoxmg. Sir,” he replied, 

“As you might think. The fact is. 
In caverns by the water-side, 

Ajid other places that I’ve tried, 

I’ve had a lot of practice: 

“But I have never taken yet 
A strict domestic part. 

And in my flurry I forget 
The Five Good Rules of Etiquette 
W'e have to know by heart.” 

My sympathies were warming fast 
Towards the little fellow: 

He was so utterly aghast 
At having found a Man at last. 

And looked so scared and yellow. 
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"‘At least,” I said, ”I'm glad to j&nd 
A Gtiost is not a dttmh thing! 

But pray sit down: you"!! feel inclined 
(If, like myself, you have not dmed) 

To take a snack of something : 

“Though, certainly, you don't appear 
A thing to ofien: food to! 

And then I shall be glad to hear — 

If you will say them loud and clear — 

The Rules that you allude to.” 

"Thanks! You shall hear them by and by. 

This is a piece of luck! ” 

"What may I offer you? ” said I. 

" Well, since you are so kind. I'll try 
A little bit of duck. 

" On-e slice ! And may I ask you for 
Another drop of gravy ? ” 

I sat and looked at him in awe. 

For certainly I never saw 

A thing so white and wavy. 

And still he seemed to grow more white. 
More vapoury, and wavier — 

Seen in the dim and flickering light. 

As he proceeded to recite 

His "Maxims of Behaviour.” 


CANTO II 

HYS FYVE RULES 

"My First — ^but don't suppose,” he said, 
" I’m setting you a riddle — 

Is — ^if your Victim be in bed, 

Oon't touch the curtains at his head. 

But take them in the middle. 
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" And wave tliem slowly in and out. 
While drawing them asxmder; 

And in a minute's time, no doubt. 

He’ll raise his head and look about 
With eyes of wrath and wonder. 

"And here you must on no pretence 
Make the first observation. 

Wait for the Victim to commence: 

No Ghost of any common sense 
Begins a conversation. 

" If he should say, ’ How came yon here ? ’ 
(The way that you began. Sir), 

In such a case your course is clear — 

'On the bat’s back, my little dearl' 

Is the appropriate answer. 

" If after this he says no more. 

You’d best perhaps curtail your 
Exertions — go and shake the door. 

And then, if he begins to snore. 

You’ll know the thing’s a failure. 

"By day, if he should be alone — 

At home or on a walk — 

You merely give a hollow groan. 

To indicate the kind of tone 

In which you mean to talk. 

" But if you find him with his friends, 

'The thing is rather harder. 

In such a case success depends 
On picking up some candle-ends. 

Or butter, in the larder. 

" With this you make a kind of slide 
(It answers best with suet). 

On which you must contrive to glide. 

And swing yomself from side to side — 
One soon learns how to do it. 
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""Tlie Second tells us what is right 
In ceremonious calls: 

‘ First bum a blue or crimson light ’ 

(A thing I quite forgot to-night), 

'Then scratch the door or walls."* 

I said, "You’ll visit here no more. 

If you attempt the Guy. 

I’ll have no bonfires on nty floor — 

And, as for scratching at the door, 

I’d like to see you try 1 " 

"The Third was written to protect 
The interests of the Victim, 

And tells us, as I recollect. 

To treat him •with a grave respect, 

A-ttd not to contradict him.** 

"That’s plain,’’ said I, "as Tare and Tret, 
To any comprehension: 

I only wish some Ghosts I’ve met 
Would not so constantly forget 

The maxim that you mention ! '* 

"Perhaps,’’ he said, "you first transgressed 
The laws of hospitality: 

All Ghosts instinctively detest 
The Man that fails to treat his guest 
With proper cordiality. 

“ If you address a Ghost as ‘ Thing! ' 

Or strike him with a hatchet. 

He is permitted by the Ring 
To drop all formal parleying — 

And then you’re sure to catch it! 

"The Fourth prohibits trespassing 

Where other Ghosts are quartered: 
And those convicted of the thing 
(Unless when pardoned by the King) 

Must instantly be slaughtered. 



ao7 


PHANTASMAGORIA 

“That simply means ‘be cut up small*: 

Ghosts soon unite anew: 

The process scarcely htirts at all — 

Not more than when you're what you call 
‘ Cut up ’ by a Review. 

"The Fifth is one you may prefer 
That I should quote entire: 

The King tnust be addressed as ‘Sir.* 

This, from a simple courtier. 

Is all the Taws require : 

“But, should you wish to do the thing 
iVith out-and-out politeness. 

Accost him as ‘ Idy Goblin King f ’ 

And always use, *n answering. 

The phrase, ‘ Your Royal Whiteness / ' 

"I’m getting rather hoarse, I fear. 

After so much reciting: 

So, if you don’t object, my dear. 

We’ll try a glass of bitter beer — 

I think it looks inviting.*’ 


CANTO III 

SCARMOGBS 

"And did you really walk,*’ said I, 

" On such a wretched night ? 

I always fancied Ghosts coxild fly — 

If not exactly in the sky. 

Yet at a fairish height.’’ 

" It’s very well,’’ said he, "for Kings 
To soar above the earth: 

But Phantoms often And that wings — 
Like many other pleasant things — 
Cost more than they are worth. 
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" Spectres of course are rich., and so 
CajQ buy them from the Elves: 

But tefe prefer to keep below — 

They're stupid company, you know. 

For any but themselves: 

"For, though they claim to be exempt 
From pride, they treat a Phantom 
As something quite beneath contempt — 
Just as no Turkey ever dreamt 
Of noticing a Bantam." 

"They seem too proud," said I, "to go 
'ro houses such as mine 
Pray, how did they contrive to know 
So quickly that ‘the place was low,’ 

And that I * kept bad wine ’ ? " 

"Inspector Kobold came to you " 

■The little Ghost began. 

Here I broke in — "Inspector who? 
Inspecting Ghosts is something new! 
Explain yourself, my man ! " 

"His name is Kobold," said my guest J 
"One of the Spectre order: 

You’ll very often see him dressed 
In a yellow gown, a crimson vest. 

And a night-cap with a border. 

"He tried the Brocken business first. 

But caught a sort of chill; 

So came to England to be nursed. 

And here it took the form of thirst. 

Which he complains of still. 

"Port-wine, he says, when rich and sotmd. 
Warms his old bones like nectar: 

And as the inns, where it is fotmd. 

Are his especial hxmting-groimd. 

We call him the Ittn-Spsctre " 
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I bore it — ^bore it like a man — 

This agonising witticism! 

And nothing could be sweeter than 
My temper, till the Ghost began 

Some most provoking criticism. 

■" Cooks need not be indulged in waste; 

Yet still you*d better teach them 
Dishes should have some sort of taste. 
Pray, why are all the cruets placed 
Where nobody can reach them? 

''That man of yours will never earn 
His hving as a waiter 1 
Is that queer thing supposed to bum? 
(It’s far too dismal a concern 
To call a Moderator). 

"The duck was tender, but the peas 
Were very much too old: 

And just remember, if you please. 

The next time you have toasted cheese. 
Don’t let them send it cold. 

"You’d find the bread improved, I thinTc, 
By getting better flour: 

And have you anything to drink 
That looks a little less like ink. 

And isn’t quite so sour ? ’* 

Then, peering round with cturious eyes. 
He muttered, " Goodness gracious I ’* 
And so went on to criticise — 

"Your room’s an inconvenient size; 

It’s neither snug nor spacious. 

"That narrow window, I expect. 

Serves but to let Ihe dusk in •** 

"But please,’’ said I, "to recollect 
Twas fashioned by an architect 

Who pinned his faith on Ruskinl" 
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"I don't care whio he was. Sir, or 
On whom he pinned his faith! 
Constructed by whatever law. 

So poor a job I never saw. 

As I’m a living Wraith! 

"What a re-markable cigar! 

How much are they a dozen ? " 

I growled, "No matter what they are! 
You’re getting as familiar 

As if you were my cousin! 

" Now that’s a thing I will not stand. 
And so I tell you flat.’’ 

"Aba,’’ said he, "we’re getting grand!" 
(Taking a bottle in his hand) 

" I’ll soon arrange for that ! " 

And here he took a careful aim. 

And gaily cried, " Here goes ! ’’ 

I tried to dodge it as it came. 

Hut somehow caught it, all the sarae, 
Eacactly on my nose. 

And I remember nothing more 
That I can clearly fix. 

Till I was sitting on the floor. 

Repeating, " Two and five are four. 

Hut Jive and two are six." 

Wbat really passed I never learned. 

Nor guessed; I only know 
That, when at last my sense returned. 
The lamp, neglected, dimly burned — 
The :^e was getting low — 

Through driving mists I seemed to see 
A Thing that smirked and smiled X 
And found that he was giving me 
A lesson in Biography, 

As if I were a child. 
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anrs NOURYTtritB 

"Oh, when. I was a little Ghost, 

A merry time had we! 

Each seated on his favourite post. 

We chximped and chawed the buttered, toast 
They gave us for our tea/' 

"That story is in print!" I cried. 

" Don’t say it's not, because 
It's known as well as Bradshaw's Guide!" 
(The Ghost uneasily replied 

He hardly thought it was.) 

"It’s not in Nursery Rh^nmes? And yet 
I almost think it is — 

‘Three little Ghosteses’ were set 
'On posteses,' you know, and ate 
Their ‘buttered toasteses/ 

" I have the book ; so if you doubt it " 

I turned to search -^e shelf. 

" Don't stir 1 " he cried- " We’ll do without it 
I now remember all about it; 

I wrote the thing myself. 

" It came out in a ‘ Monthly,’ or 
At least my agent said it did: 

Some literary swell, who saw 
It, thought it seemed adapted for 
The Magazine he edited. 

"My father was a Brownie, Sir; 

My mother was a Fairy. 

The notion had occurred to her. 

The children wotxld be happier. 

If they were taught to vary. 



aza 


PHANTASMAGORIA 

"The notion soon became a craze; 

And, when it once began, she 
Brought us all out in different ways — 

One was a Pixy, two were Fays, 

Another was a Banshee ; 

*The Fetch and Kelpie went to sdhool 
And gave a lot of trouble; 

Next came a Poltergeist and Ghoul, 

And then two TroUs (which broke the rule), 
A Goblin, and a Double — 

'• (If that’s a snuff-box on the shelf," 

He added with a yawn, 

"I’ll take a pinch) — ^next came an Elf, 

And then a Phantom (that’s myself) , 

And last, a Leprecharm. 

"One day, some Spectr^ chanced to call. 
Dressed in the tistial white: 

I stood and watched them in the hsill. 

And couldn’t make them out at all, 

They seemed so strange a sight. 

"I wondered what on earth they were. 

That looked all head ^d sack ; 

But Mother told me not to stare. 

And then she twitched me by the hair. 

And pimched me in the back. 

"Since then I’ve often wished that I 
Had been a Spectre bom. 

But what’s the use? ’’ (He heaved a sigh.) 

" They are the ghost-nobility. 

And look <m tis with scorn. 

" My phantom-life was soon begun ; 

When I was barely six, 

I went out with an older one — 

And just at first I thought it fun. 

And learned a lot of tricks. 
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"I've hauixted dungeons, castles, towers — 
Wherever I was sent: 

I've often sat and howled for hours. 

Drenched to the skin with driving showers. 
Upon a battlement- 

" It’s quite old-fashioned now to groan 
\^^en you begin to speak: 

This is the newest thing in tone " 

And here (it chilled me to the bone) 

He gave an awful squeak. 

"Perhaps," he added, "toyo«r ear 
That sounds an easy thing? 

Try it yourself, my little dear! 

It took me something like a year. 

With constant practising. 

" And when you’ve learned to squeak, my man. 
And caught the double sob. 

You're pretty much where you began: 

Just try and gibber if you can I 
That’s something lihe a job I 

** I* ve tried it, and can only say 

I’m sure you couldn’t do it, e- 
ven if you practised night and day. 

Unless you have a turn that way. 

And natural ingenuity. 

"Shakespeare I think it is who treats 
Of Ghosts, in days of old. 

Who ‘gibbered in the Roman streets,' 

Dressed, if you recollect, in sheets — 

They must have formd it cold. 

"I’ve often spent ten pounds on stuff. 

In dressing as a Double; 

But, though it answers as a puff. 

It never has effect enough 

To make it worth the trouble. 
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**Ix>ng bills soon quenched the little thirst 
I had for being funny. 

The setting-up is always worst: 

Such heaps of things you want at first. 
One must be made of money I 

"For instance, take a Haunted Tower, 
With skull, cross-bones, and sheet; 
Blue lights to bum (say) two an hour. 
Condensing lens of extra power. 

And set of chains complete: 

“ What with the things you have to hire — 
The fitting on the robe — 

And testing all the coloured fire— 

The outfit of itself would tire 
The patience of a Jobl 

"And then they're so fastidious. 

The Haunted-House Committee i 
I’ve often known them make a fuss 
Because a Ghost was French, or Russ, 

Or even from the City! 

"Some dialects are objected to — 

For one, the Irish brogue is: 

And then, for all you have to do. 

One poimd a week they oSer you. 

And find yourself in Bogies I " 


CANTO V 

BYCKERMENT 

"Hoit't they consult the 'Victims,' though? 

I said. "They should, by rights. 

Give them a chance — ^because, you know. 
The tastes of people differ so. 

Especially in Sprites." 
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Tlie Pbantom shook his head and smiled. 

"Consult them? Not a bit I 
*Twould be a job to drive one wild. 

To satisfy one sing^le child — 

There’d be no end to it ! " 

* 

" Of course yon can't leave children- free," 
Said I, *'to pick and choose: 

But, in the case of men like me. 

I think * Mine Host ' might fairly be 
Allowed to state his views." 

He said. "It really wouldn’t pay — 

Folk are so full of fancies. 

We visit for a single day. 

And whether then we go, or stay. 

Depends on circumstances. 

"And, though we don’t consult ’Mine Host’ 
Before the thing’s arranged. 

Still, if he often quits his post. 

Or is not a well-mannered Ghost, 

Then you can have him changed. 

"But if the host’s a man like you — 

1 mean a man of sense; 

And if the house is not too new " 

“Why, what has that** said I, "to do 
With Ghost’s convenience ? ’’ 

"A new ho\ase does not suit, you know — 
It’s such a job to trim it: 

But, after twenty years or so. 

The wainscotings begin to go. 

So twenty is the limit." 

“To trim" was not a phrase I could 
Remember having heard: 

“Perhaps,” I said, "you'll be so good 
As tell me what is understood 
Exactly by that word ? ’’ 
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"It means the loosening all the doors/' 

The Ghost replied, and laughed: 

"It means the drilling holes by scores 
In all the skirting-boards and floors. 

To make a thorough draught- 

"You’ll sometimes find that one or two 
Arc all you really need 
To let the wind come whistling through— 

But here there’ll be a lot to do ! " 

I faintly gasped, "Indeed I 

"If I’d been rather later. I’ll 

Be boimd," I added, trying 
(Most imsuccessfuUy) to smile, 

" You’d have been busy all this while. 
Trimming and beautitying? ’’ 

"Why, no," said he; "perhaps I shotild 
Have stayed another minute — 

But still no Ghost, that’s any good. 

Without an introduction would 
Have ventured to begin it. 

" The proper thing, as you were late. 

Was certainly to go : 

But, with the roads in such a state, 

I got the Knight-Mayor’s leave to wait 
For half an hour or so.’’ 

"Who's the Knight-Mayor?’’ I cried. Instead 
Of answering my question, 

"Well, if you don’t know that” he said, 

" Either you never go to bed. 

Or you’ve a grand digestion I 

“ He goes about and sits on folk 
That eat too much at night: 

His duties are to pinch, and poke. 

And squeeze them till they nearly choke." 

(I said, " It serves them right I ") 
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"And folk wbLO sup on things like these — 
He muttered, “ eggs and bacon — 
Lobster — and duck — ^and toasted cheese— 
If they don’t get an awful squeeze, 

I’m very much mistaken I 

'* He is immensely fat, and so 
Well suits the occupation: 

In pwiint of fact, if you must know. 

We used to call him years ago, 

"The Mayor and Corporation / 

** The day he was elected Mayor 

I know that every Sprite meant 
To vote for we, but did not dare — 

He was so frantic with despair 

And furious with excitement, 

*‘When it was over, for a whim. 

He ran to tell the King; 

And being the reverse of slim, 

A two-mile trot was not for him 
A very easy thing. 

**So, to reward him for his run 
(As it was baking hot. 

And he was over twenty stone). 

The King proceeded, half in ftm. 

To knight him on the spot.” 

" ’Twas a great liberty to take!” 

(I fired up like a rocket). 

■'■'He did it jjust for p-unning’s sake: 

'The man,’ says Johnson, ‘that would make 
A pun, would pick a pocket 1’” 

"A man,” said he, “is not a King.” 

I argued for a while. 

And did my best to prove the thing — 

The Phantom merely listening 

With a contemptuo'us smile. 


♦h 836 
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At last, when, breath and patience spjent, 
I had recourse to smoking — 

"Your aim,” he said, "is excellent: 

But — ^when you call it argument — 

Of course you're only joking?" 

Stung by his cold and snaky eye, 

I roused myself at length 
To say, " At least I do defy 
The veriest sceptic to deny 
That union is strength ! " 

"That's true enough," said he, "yet stay- 
I listened in all meekness — 

" Union is strength, I'm bound to say; 

In fact, the thing’s as clear as day; 

But onions are a weakness." 


CANTO VI 

DYSCOMFYTURE 

As one who strives a hill to climb. 

Who never climbed before: 

Who finds it, in a little time. 

Grow every moment less sublime. 

And votes the thing a bore : 

Yet, having once begun to try. 

Dares not desert his quest. 

But, climbing, ever keeps his eye 
On one small hut against the sky 
■Wherein he hopes to rest: 

Who climbs till nerve and force are sp>ent. 
With many a puff and pant: 

Who still, as rises the ascent. 

In language grows more violent. 

Although in breath more scant: 
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Who, climbing, gains at leng^ the place 
That crowns the upward track: 
And, entering with unsteady p>ace. 
Receives a buffet in the face 

That lands him on his back: 

And feels himself, like one in sleep. 

Glide swiftly down again, 

A helpless weight, from steep to steep. 
Till, with a headlong giddy sweep. 

He drops up>on the plain — 

So I, that had resolved to bring 
Conviction to a ghost. 

And found it quite a different thing 
From any human arguing. 

Yet dared not quit my post. 

But, keeping still the end in view 
To which I hoped to come, 

I strove to prove the matter true 
By putting everjdhing I knew 
Into an axiom: 

Commencing every single phrase 
With ‘therefore' or ‘ because,’ 

I blindly reeled, a hundred ways. 

About the syllogistic maze. 

Unconscious where I was. 

Quoth he, "That’s regular clap-trap: 

Don’t bluster any more. 

Now do be cool and take a nap I 
Such a ridiculous old chap 
Was never seen before! 

" You're like a man I used to meet. 

Who got one day so furious 
In arguing, the simple heat 
Scorched both his slippers off his feet I ” 

I said, " That's very curious /" 
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“Well, it is ctuious, I agree. 

And sounds perhaps like fibs: 

But still it's true as true can be — 

As sture as your name's Tibbs," said he. 

I said, "My name’s not Tibbs." 

"Not Tibbs! ” he cried — his tone became 
A shade or two less hearty — 

" Why, no,” said I. "My proper name 

Is Tibbets ” “Tibbets?" "Aye, the same." 

"Why, then you're not the party I" 

With that he struck the board a blow 
That shivered half the glasses. 

"Why couldn't you have told me so 
Three quarters of an hour ago. 

You prince of aU the asses? 

“ To walk four nules through mud and rain. 

To spend the night in smoking. 

And then to find that it's in v ain — 

And I’ve to do it all again — 

It’s really loo provoking! 

"Don’t talk!” he cried, as I began 
To mutter some excuse. 

"Who can have patience with a man 
That's got no more discretion than 
An idiotic goose? 

"To keep me waiting here, instead 
Of telling me at once 
That this was not the house! ” he said. 

"There, that'll do — be off to bed! 

Don’t gape like that, you dunce!" 

"It's very toe to throw the blame 
On me in such a fashion I 
Why didn’t you inquire my name 
The very minute that you came? " 

I answered in a passion. 
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"Of course it worries you a bit 
To come so far on foot — 

But bow was I to blame for it? " 

" Well, wen I ” said he. " I must admit 
That isn't badly put. 

"And certainly you’ve given me 

The best of wine and victual — 
Rxctise my violence," said he, 

"But accidents like this, you see. 

They put one out a little. 

“'Twas fny fault after all, I find — 

Shake hands, old Tumip-top ! " 

The name was hardly to my mind. 

But, as no doubt he meant it kind, 

I let the matter drop 

"Good-night, old Ttxmij>-top, good-night! 

When I am gone, perhaps 
They’ll send you some inferior Sprite, 
Who’ll keep you in a constant fright 
And spoil your soimdest naps. 

"Tell him you’ll stand no sort of trick; 

Then, if he leers and chuckles. 

You just be handy with a stick 
(Mind that it’s pretty hard and thick) 
And rap him on the knuckles ! 

"Then carelessly remark, ’Old coon! 

Perhaps you’re not aware 
That, if you don’t behave, you’ll soon 
Be chuckling to another trme — 

And so you’d best take care ! 

"That’s the right way to cure a Sprite 
Of such like goings-on — 

But gracious me! It’s getting light! 
Good-night, old Tumip-top, good-night I ” 
A nod, and he was gone. 
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CANTO VII 

SAI> SOXJVENAUNCB 

" What's this ? " I pondered. " Have I slept ? 

Or can I have been drinking?" 

Bnt soon a gentler feeling crept 
Upon me, and I sat and wept 

An hour or so, like winking. 

"No need for Bones to hurry so! " 

I sobbed. " In fact, I doubt 
If it was worth his while to go — 

And who is Tibbs, I'd like to know. 

To make such work about ? 

" If Tibbs is anything like me. 

It's possible ” I said, 

"He won't be over-pleased to be 
Dropped in upon at half-past three. 

After he's snug in bed. 

"And if Bones plagues him anyhow — 
Squeaking and all the rest of it. 

As he was doing here just now — 

7 prophesy there’ll be a row. 

And Tibbs will have the best of it!" 

Then, as my tears could never bring 
The friendly Phantom back. 

It seemed to me the proper thing 
To mix another glass, and sing 
The following Coronach. 

"And art thou gone, beloved Ghost? 

Best of Familiars! 

Nay then, farewell, my duckling roast. 
Farewell, farewell, my tea and toast. 

My meerschaum and cigars! 
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"The hues of life arc dull and grey. 

The sweets of life insipid. 

When thou, my charmer, art away — 

Old Brick, or rather, let me say. 

Old Parallelepiped I ” 

Instead of singing Verse the Third, 

I ceased — abruptly, rather: 

But, after such a splendid word 
I felt that it would be absurd 
To try it any farther. 

So with a yawn I went my way 
To seek the welcome downy. 

And slept, and dreamed till break of day 
Of Poltergeist and Fetch and Fay 
And Leprechaun and Brownie 1 

For years I*ve not been visited 
By any kind of Sprite; 

Yet still they echo in my head. 

Those parting words, so kindly said, 
"Old Tumip-top, good-night 1" 


A SEA DIRGE 

There are certain things — ^as, a spider, a ghost. 
The income-tax, gout, an umbrella for three — 
That I hate, but the tiling that I hate the most 
Is a thing they call the Sea. 

Pour some salt water over the floor — 

Ugly I’m sure you’ll allow it to be: 

Suppose it extended a mile or more 
That’s very like the Sea. 
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Beat a dog till it howls outright — 

Cruel, but all very well for a spree: 

Suppose that he did so day and night. 

That would be like the Sea. 

I had a vision of nursery-maids; 

Tens of thousands passed by me — 

All leading children with wooden spades. 

And this was by the Sea. 

Who invented those spades of wood? 

Who was it cut them out of the tree? 

None, I think, but an idiot could — 

Or one that loved the Sea. 

It is pleasant and dreamy, no doubt, to float 

With " thoughts as boimdless, and souls as free ” 
But, suppose you are very unwell in the boat. 
How do you like the Sea ? 

There is an insect that people avoid 

(Whence is derived the verb "to flee"). 

Where have you been by it most annoyed ? 

In lodgings by the Sea. 

If you like your coflee with sand for dregs, 

A decided hint of salt in your tea. 

And a fishy taste in the very eggs — 

By all means choose the Sea. 

And if, with these dainties to drink and eat. 

You prefer not a vestige of grass or tree. 

And a chronic state of wet in your feet. 

Then — recommend the Sea. 

For I have friends who dwell by the coast — 
Pleasant friends they are to mel 
It is when I am with ^em I wonder most 
That anyone likes the Sea. 
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They taJke me a walk : though tired and sti£E, 
To climb the heights I madly agree; 

And, after a tumble or so from the cliff. 

They kindly suggest the Sea. 

1 try the rocks, and 1 think it cool 

'That they laugh with such an excess of glee. 
As I heavily slip into every pool 
That skirts the cold cold Sea. 


POETA FIT, NON NASCITUR 

"How shall I be a poet? 

How shall I write in rh57me? 

You told me once ‘the very wish 
Partook of the sublime.' 

Then tell me how! Don't put me off 
With yoTir ‘ another time ' 1 ” 

The old man smiled to see him. 

To hear his sudden sally; 

He liked the lad to speak his mind 
Enthusiastically ; 

And thought, "There's no hum-drum in him. 
Nor any shilly-shally," 

"And would you be a poet 

Before you've been to school? 

Ah, well! I hardly thought you 
So absolute a fool. 

First learn to be spasmodic — 

A very simple rule, 

"For first you write a sentence. 

And then you chop it small; 

Then mix the bits, and sort them out 
Just as they chance to fall: 

The order of the phrases makes 
No difference at all. 
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"Then, if you'd be impressive. 

Remember what I say. 

That abstract qualities begin 
With capitals alway: 

The True, the Good, the Beautiful — 

Those are the things that pay I 

"Next, when you are describing 
A shape, or sound, or tint; 

Don’t state the matter plainly. 

But put it in a hint; 

And learn to look at all things 
With a sort of mental squint.” 

"For instance, if I wished. Sir, 

Of mutton-pies to tell. 

Should I say, 'dreams of fleecy flocks 
Pent in a wheaten cell ’ ? " 

"Why, yes," the old man said: "that phrase 
Wotild answer very well. 

"Then fourthly, there are epithets 
That suit with any word — 

As well as Harvey’s Reading Sauce 
With fish, or flesh, or bird — 

Of these, ‘wild,’ ‘lonely,’ ‘weary,’ ‘strange, 
Are much to be preferred." 

" And will it do, oh, will it do 
To take them in a lump — 

As ‘the wild man went his weary way 
To a strange and lonely pump'? " 

"Nay, nay! You must not hastily 
To such conclusions jump. 

"Such epithets, like pepper. 

Give zest to what you write; 

And, if you strew them sparely. 

They whet the appetite ; 

But if you lay them on too thick. 

You spoil the matter quitel 
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"Last, as to tlie arrangement: 

Your reader, yon should, show him, 
Mnst talce what information he 
Can get, and look for no im- 
mature disclosure of the drift 
And purpose of your poem. 

"Therefore, to test his patienoe — 
How much he c^ati endure — 
Mention no places, names, or dates. 

And evermore be sure 
Throughout the |x>em to be foimd 
Consistently obscure. 

"Kirst fix upon the limit 
To which it shall extend: 

Then fill it up with ‘Padding* 

(Beg some of any friend) : 

Your great Sensaxion-sxanza 
You place towards the end.** 

"And what is a Sensation, 
Grandfather, tell me, pray? 

I think I never heard the word 
So used before to-day : 

Be kind enough to mention one 
‘ Exempli gratid." ’* 

And the old man, looking sadly 
Across the garden-lawn. 

Where here and there a dew-drop 
Yet glittered in the dawn. 

Said, " Go to the Adelphi, 

And see the ‘ Colleen Bawrk*. 

"The word is due to Boucicault— 
The theory is his. 

Where Life becomes a Spasm, 

And History a Wl^: 

If that is not Sensation,^ 

1 don't know what it is. 
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“ Now try yotar band, ere Fancy 

Have lost its present glow ** 

*" And. then.” his grandson added, 

"We’ll publish it, you know: 

Green cloth — ^gold-lettered at the back — 
In duodecimo I ” 

Then proudly smiled that old man 
To see the eager lad 
Rush madly for his pen and ink 
And for his blotting-pad — 

But, when he thought of publishing. 

His face grew stem and sad. 



FHE HUNTING OF THE SNARK 
AN AGONY IN EIGHT FITS 




PREFACE 


If — ^and the thing is wildly possible — ^the charge of 
writing nonsense were ever brought against the authcn- 
of this brief but instructive poem, it would be based, 
I feel convinced, on the line (in p. 238): 

Thm the bowsprit got mixed with the rndder sometimes. 

In view of this painful possibility, I will not (as I might) 
appeal indignantly to my other writings as a proof that 
I am incapable of such a deed: I will not (as I might) 
point to the strong moral purpose of this poem itself, 
to the arithmetical principles so cautiously inculcated 
in it, or to its noble teachings in Natur^ History — 
I will take the more prosaic course of simply explaining 
how it happ>ene<L 

The Bellman, who was almost morbidly sensitive 
about appearances, used to have the bowsprit unshipped 
once or twice a week to be revamished, and it more 
than once happ>ened, when the time came for replacing 
it, that no one on board could remember which end of 
the ship it belonged to. They knew it was not of the 
slightest use to ap|>eal to the Bellman about it — he 
would only refer to his Naval Code, and read out in 
pathetic tones Admiralty Instructions which none of 
them had ever been able to tmderstand — so it generally 
ended in its being fastened on, anyhow, across the 
rudder. The helmsman ^ used to stand by with tears 
in his eyes: he knew it was all wrong, but ^as! Rule 42 
of the Code, "No one shall speak to the Man at the 
Helm," had been completed by the Bellman himself 

^ This office was tisiial]3r ondertalcen by the Boots» who found 
In it a refuge from the Baker’s constant complaints about the 
Inauffident blacking of his three pair of boots* 
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with the words, "and the Man at the Helm shall speak 
to no one/' So remonstrance was impossible, and no 
steering could be done tiU the next varnishing day. 
During these bewildering intervals the ship usually 
sailed backwards. 

As this poem is to some extent connected with the 
lay of the Jabberwock, let me take this opportunily 
of answering a question that has often been asked me, 
how to pronoimce "slithy toves.” The "i" in "slithy’* 
is long, as in "writhe”; and "toves" is pronounced so 
as to rhyme with "groves.” Again, the first "o'* in 
"borogoves” is pronounced like the "o" in "borrow." 
I have heard people try to give it the sound of the 
"o" in "worry." Such is Human Perversity. 

This also seems a fitting occasion to notice the other 
hard words in that poem. Humpty-Dumpty's theory, 
of two meanings packed into one word like a port- 
manteau, seems to me the right explanation for all. 

For instance, take the two words "fuming" and 
"furious." Make up your mind that you will say both 
words, but leave it unsettled which you will say first. 
Now open your mouth and speak. If your thoughts 
incline ever so little towards "fuming,” you will say 
"fuming-furious" ; if they turn, by even a hair's breadth, 
towards "furious," you wall say "furious-fuming"; but 
if you have that rarest of gifts, a perfectly balanced 
mind, you will say "frumious.” 

Supposing that, when Pistol uttered the wcdl-known 
words: 

Under which king. Bezonian ? Speak or die I 

Justice Shallow had felt certain that it wras either 
William or Richard, but had not been able to settle 
which, so that he could not possibly say either name 
before the other, can it be doubted that, rather than 
die, he would have gasped out, "RilchiamI" 



FIT THE FIRST 

THE EANEIHG 

"Just the place for a SnarkI ” the Belhiian cried. 

As he landed his crew with care; 

Supporting each man on the top of the tide 
By a finger entwined in his hair. 

"Just the place for a SnarkI I have said it twice: 

That alone should encourage the crew. 

Just the place for a Snark! — I have said it thrice: 

What I tell you three times is true." 

The crew was complete : it included a Boots — 

A maker of Bonnets and Hoods — 

A Barrister, brought to arrange their disputes — 

And a Broker, to value their goods. 

A Billiard-marker, whose skill was immense. 

Might perhaps have won more than his share — 

But a Banker, engaged at enormous expense. 

Had the whole of their cash in his care. 

There was also a Beaver, that paced on the deck. 

Or would sit making lace in the bow: 

And had often (the Bellman said) saved them from wreck, 
Though none of the sailors knew how. 

There was one who was famed for the number of things 
He forgot when he entered the ship : 

His umbrella, his watch, aU his jewefe and rings. 

And the clothes he had bought for the trip. 

^33 
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He had forty-two boxes, all carefully packed. 

With his name painted clearly on each: 

But, since he omitted to mention the fact. 

They were all left behind on the beach. 

The loss of his clothes hardly mattered, because 
He had seven coats on when he came. 

With three pair of boots — ^but the worst of it was. 

He had wholly forgotten his name. 

He would answer to “Hi! '' or to any loud cry. 

Such as “Fry me!” or "Fritter my wig! " 

To “ What-you-may-call-um ! “ or " What-was-his-name ! " 
But esfjecially “Thing-um-a-jigI " 

While, for those who preferred a more forcible word. 

He had different names from these: 

His intimate friends called him “Candle-ends," 

And his enemies “Toasted-cheese." 

" His form is ungainly — ^his intellect small " 

(So the BeUman would often remark) 

"But his courage is perfect! And that, after all. 

Is the thing that one needs with a Snark." 

He would joke with hyaenas, returning their stare 
With an impudent wag of the head: 

And he once went a walk, paw-in-paw, with a bear, 
"Just to keep up its spirits," he said. 

He came as a Baker: but owned when too late — 

And it drove the poor Bellman half-mad — 

He could only bake Bridecake — for which, I may state. 
No materi^ were to be had. 

The last of the crew needs especial remark. 

Though he looked an incredible dunce: 

He had just one idea — ^but, that one being “Snark," 

The good Bel lman engaged him at once. 
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He came as a Butcher: but gpravely declared. 

When the ship had been sailing a week. 

He could only kill Beavers. The Bellman looked scared 
And was almost too frightened to speak; 

But at length he explained, in a tremulous tone. 

There was only one Beaver on board; 

And that was a tame one he had of his own. 

Whose death would be deeply deplored. 

The Beaver, who happened to hear the remark. 
Protested, with tears in its eyes. 

That not even the rapture of hunting the Snark 
Could atone for that dismal surprise 1 

It strongly advised that the Butcher should be 
Conveyed in a separate ship : 

But the BeUman declared that would never agree 
With the plans he had made for the trip : 

Navigation was always a difi&cult art. 

Though with only one ship and one bell: 

And he feared he must really decline, for his part. 
Undertaking another as well. 

The Beaver’s best course was, no doubt, to procure 
A second-hand dagger-proof coat — 

So the Baker advised it — and next, to insxue 
Its life in some Office of note: 

This the Banker suggested, and offered for hire 
(On moderate terms), or for sale. 

Two excellent Policies, one Against Fire, 

And one Against Damage From Hail. 

Yet still, ever after that sorrowful day. 

Whenever the Butcher was by. 

The Beaver kept looking the opposite way. 

And appear^ unaccountably shy. 
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FIT THE SECOND 

THE BEtX-MAN’S SPEECH 

The Bellinan himself they all praised to the skies — 
Such a carriage, such ease and such grace ! 

Such solemnity, tool One could see he was wise. 

The moment one looked in his face ! 

He had bought a large map representing the sea. 
Without the least vestige of land : 

And the crew were much pleased when they foimd it to be 
A map they could all understand. 

‘ ' What’s the good of Mercator’s North Poles and Equators, 
Tropics, Zones, and Meridian Lines? " 

So the Bellman would cry : and the crew would reply 
" They axe merely conventional signs I 

"Other maps axe such shapes, with their islands and 
capes I 

But we’ve got our brave Captain to thank ’’ 

(So the crew would protest) “that he’s bought us the 
best — 

A perfect and absolute blank I’’ 

This was dharming, no doubt: but they shortly found out 
That the Captain they trusted so well 
Had only one notion for crossing the ocean. 

And that was to tingle his bell. 

He was thoughtful and grave — ^but the orders he gave 
Were enough to bewilder a crew. 

When he cried, “Steer to starboard, but keep her head 
larboard!’’ 

What on earth was the helmsman to do? 

Then the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder sometimes : 

A thing, as the Bellman remarked. 

That frequently happens in tropical climes. 

When a vessel is, so to speak, "snarked." 
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But the principal failing occurred in the sailing. 

And the Bellman, perplexed aind distressed. 

Said he had hoped, at least, when the wind blew due East 
That the ship would not travel due West I 

But the danger was past — ^they had landed at last. 
With their boxes, portmanteaus, and bags; 

Yet at first sight the crew were not pleased with the view. 
Which consisted of chasms and crags. 

The Bellman perceived that their spirits were low. 

And repeated in musical tone 
Some jokes he had kept for a season of woe— - 
But the crew would do nothing but groan. 

He served out some grog with a liberal hand. 

And bade them sit down on the beach: 

And they could not but own that their Captain looked 
grand. 

As he stood and delivered his speech. 

‘ ‘ Friends, Romans, and countrymen, lend me your ears 1 ’ 
(They were all of them fond of quotations: 

So they drank to his health, and they gave him three 
cheers. 

While he served out additional rations). 

" We have sailedmany months, we have sailed many weeks 
(Four weeks to the month you may mark). 

But never as yet ('tis your Captain who speaks) 

Have we caught the least glimpse of a Snarkl 

"We have sailed many weeks, we have sailed many days 
(Seven days to the week I allow). 

But a Snark, on the which we might lovingly gaze. 

We have never beheld till nowl 

" Come, listen, my men, while I tell you again 
The five unmistakable marks 
By which you may know, wheresoever you go. 

The warranted genuine Snarks. 
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**Let Txs take them in order. The first is the taste. 
Which is meagre and hollow, but crisp: 

Like a coat that is rather too tight in the waist. 

With a flavour of Will-o’-the-wisp. 

Its habit of getting up late you’ll agree 
That it carries too far, when I say 
That it frequently breakfasts at five-o’clock tea. 

And dines on ^e following day. 

"The third is its slowness in taking a jest. 

Should you happen to venture on one. 

It will sigh like a thing that is deeply distressed: 

And it always looks grave at a pun. 

"The fourth is its fondness for bathing-machines. 

Which it constantly carries about. 

And believes that they add to the beauty of scenes — 

A sentiment open to doubt. 

"The fifth is ambition. It next will be right 
To describe each particular batch: 

Distingtushing those that have feathers, and bite. 

From those that have whiskers, and scratch. 

"For, although common Snarks do no manner of harm. 
Yet, I feel it my duty to say. 

Some are Boojums ” The Bellman broke ofi in 

alarm. 

For the Baker had fainted away. 


FIT THE THIRD 

THE baker's TATE 

They roused hirn with muffins — ^thcy roused him with 
ice — 

They roused him with mustard and cress — 

They roused him with jam and judicious advice — 

They set conundrums to guess. 
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When at length he sat up and was able to speak. 

His sad story he offered to tell; 

And the Bellman cried, “Silence I not even a shriek! " 
And excitedly tingled his beU. 

There was silence supreme! Not a shriek, not a scream 
Scarcely even a howl or a groan. 

As the man they called “Ho!" told his story of woe 
In an antediluvian tone. 

“My father and mother were honest, though poor " 

“Skip all that!" cried the Bellman in haste. 

“ If it once becomes dark, there's no chance of a Snark — 
We have hardly a minute to waste! ” 

“I skip forty years," said the Baker, in tears, 

“And proceed without further remark 
To the day when you took me aboard of your ship 
To help you in hunting the Snark. 

“A dear uncle of mine (after whom I was named) 

Remarked, when I bade him farewell '' 

“Oh, skip your dear uncle!" the Bellman exclaimed. 

As he angrily tingled his bell. 

“He remarked to me then,” said that mildest of men, 

“ ' If your Snark be a Snark, that is right : 

Fetch it home by all means — ^you may serve it with 
greens. 

And it’s handy for striking a light, 

"You may seek it with thimbles — and seek it with care; 

You may hunt it with forks and hope; 

You may threaten its life with a railway-share; 

You may charm it with smiles and soap ' 

(“That’s exactly the method,” the Bellman bold 
In a hasty parenthesis cried, 

“That’s exactly the way I have always been told 
That the capture of Snarks should be tried I") 
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"'But oh., beamish nephew, beware of the day. 

If your Snark be a Boojumi For then 

You will softly and suddenly vanish away. 

And never be met with again I ’ 

" It is this, it is this that oppresses my soul. 

When I think of my uncle’s last words: 

And my heart is like nothing so much as a bowl 
Brimming over with qtiivering curds I 

" It is this, it is this ” “ We have had that before ! ” 

The Bellman indignantly said. 

And the Baker replied, " Let me say it once more. 

It is this, it is this that I dread! 

“ I engage with the Snark — every night after dark — 

In a dreamy delirious fight: 

I serve it with greens in those shadowy scenes. 

And I use it for striking a light ; 

“ But if ever I meet with a Boojtxm, that day. 

In a moment (of this I am sure), 

I shall softly and suddenly vanish away — 

And the notion 1 cannot endure! ” 


FIT THE FOURTH 

THE HUNTING 

Tsce Bellman looked uffish, and wrinkled his brow. 

" If only you’d spoken before ! 

It’s excessively awkward to mention it now. 

With the Snark, so to speak, at the door! 

" We should all of us grieve, as you well may believe. 
If you never were met with again — 

But surely, my man, when the voyage began. 

You might have suggested it then ? 

1836 
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" It’s excessively awkward to mention it now — 

As I think I’ve already remarked.” 

And the man they called "Hi I” replied, with a si^, 

"I informed you the day we embarked. 

"You may charge me with murder — or want of sense — 
(We are all of us weak at times) : 

But the slightest approach to a false pretence 
Was never among my crimes ! 

“ I said it in Hebrew — I said it in Dutch — 

I said it in German and Greek; 

But I wholly forgot (and it vexes me much) 

That English is what you speak ! ” 

“ ’Tis a pitiful tale,” said the Bellman, whose face 
Had grown longer at every word; 

"But, now that you’ve stated the whole of your case. 
More debate would be simply absTxrd. 

"The rest of my speech” (he explained to his men) 
“You shall hear when I’ve leisure to speak it. 

But the Snark is at hand, let me tell you a. gain I 
’Tis your glorious duty to seek it ! 

"To seek it with thimbles, to seek it with care; 

To pursue it with forks and hope; 

To threaten its life with a railway-share; 

To charm it with smiles and soap ! 

"For the Snark’s a peculiar creature, that won’t 
Be caught in a commonplace way. 

Do all that you know, and try all that you don't: 

Not a chance must be wasted to-day 1 

"For England expects — I forbear to proceed: 

’Tis a maxim tremendous, but trite: 

And you’d best be unpacking the things that you need 
To rig yourselves out for the fight.” 
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Then the Banker endorsed a blank cheque (which he 
crossed). 

And changed his loose silver for notes. 

The Baker with care combed his whiskers and hair. 

And shook the dust out of his coats. 

The Boots and the Broker were sharpening a spade — 
Each working the grindstone in turn; 

But the Beaver went on making lace, and displayed 
No interest in the concern: 

Though the Banister tried to appeal to its pride. 

And vainly proceeded to cite 
A number of cases, in which making laces 
Had been proved an infringement of right. 

The maker of Bonnets ferociously planned 
A novel arrangement of bows: 

While the Billiard-marker with quivering hand 
Was chalking the tip of his nose. 

But the Butcher turned nervous, and dressed himself fine. 
With yellow kid gloves and a ruff — 

Said he felt it exactly like going to dine. 

Which the Bellman declared was all "stuS.” 

“ Introduce me, now there’s a good fellow,” he said, 

”If we happen to meet it together 1" 

And the Bellman, sagaciously nodding his head. 

Said, “That must depend on the weather." 

The Beaver went simply galumphing about. 

At seeing the Butcher so shy: 

And even the Baker, though stupid and stout. 

Made an effort to wink with one eye. 

" Be a man I ” said the Bellman in wrath, as he heard 
The Butcher beginning to sob. 

Should we meet with a Jubjub, that deaerate bird. 
We Rhall need all our strength for the job! " 
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FIT THE FIFTH 

THE beaver’s lesson 

They sought it vpith thimbles, they sought it with care 
They pursued it with forks and hope; 

They threatened its life with a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

Then the Butcher contrived an ingenious plan 
For making a separate sally; 

And had fixed on a spot imfrequented by man, 

A dismal and deso^te valley. 

But the very same plan to the Beaver occurred: 

It had chosen the very same place; 

Yet neither betrayed, by a sign or a word. 

The disgust that appeared in his face. 

Each thought he was thinking of nothing but Snark " 
And the glorious work of the day; 

And each tried to pretend that he did not remark 
That the other was going that way. 

But the valley grew narrow and narrower still. 

And the evening got darker and colder. 

Till (merely from nervousness, not from goodwill) 

They marched along shoulder to shoulder. 

Then a scream, shrill and high, rent the shuddering sky 
And they knew that some danger was near: 

The Beaver turned pale to the tip of its tail. 

And even the Butcher felt queer. 

He thought of his childhood, left far far behind — 

That blissful and innocent state — 

The sound so exactly recalled to his mind 
A pencil that squeaks on a ^ate ! 
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•■"Tis the voice of the Jubjub!” he suddenly cried 
(This man, that they used to call “Dunce”). 

" As the Bellman would tell you,” he added with pride, 
“ I have uttered that sentiment once. 

“ 'Tis the note of the Jubjub I Keep count, I entreat ; 
You will find I have told it you twice. 

'"Tis the song of the Jubjub! The proof is complete. 
If only I’ve stated it thrice.” 

The Beaver had counted with scrupulous care. 
Attending to every word: 

But it fairly lost heart, and outgrabe in despair. 

When the third repetition occurred. 

It felt that, in spite of all possible pains. 

It had somehow contrived to lose cotmt. 

And the only thing now was to rack its poor brains 
By reckoning up the amount. 

“Two added to one — ^if that could but be done,” 

It said, "with one’s fingers and thumbs!” 

Recollecting with tears how, in earlier years. 

It had taken no pains with its sums. 

"The thing can be done,” said the Butcher, "I think 
The thing must be done, I am sure. 

The thing shall be done ! Bring me paper and ink. 

The best there is time to procure.” 

The Beaver brought paper, portfolio, pens. 

And ink in unfailing supplies; 

While strange creepy creatures came out of their dens. 
And watched them with wondering eyes 

So engrossed was the Butcher, he heeded them not. 

As he wrote with a pen in each hand, 

And explained all the while in a popular style 
Which the Beaver could well understand. 
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''Taking Three as the subject to reason about — 

A convenient number to state — 

We add Seven, and Ten, and then multiply out 
By One Thousand diminished by Eight. 

"The result we proceed to divide, as you see. 

By Nine Hundred and Ninety and Two: 

Then subtract Seventeen, and the answer must be 
Exactly<and perfectly true. 

"The method employed I would gladly explain. 
While I have it so clear in my head. 

If I had but the time and you had but the brain — 
But much yet remains to be said. 

"In one moment I've seen what has hitherto been 
Enveloped in absolute mysteiy. 

And without extra charge I will give you at large 
A Lesson in Natural History." 

In his genial way he proceeded to say 
(Forgetting all laws of propriety. 

And that giving instruction, without introduction. 
Would have caused quite a thrill in Society), 

"As to temper the Jubjub’s a desperate bird. 

Since it lives in perpetual passion: 

Its taste in costume is entirely absurd — 

It is ages ahead of the fashion: 

"But it knows any friend it has met once before: 

It never will look at a bribe: 

And in charity-meetings it stands at the door. 

And collects — ^though it does not subscribe. 

"Its flavour when cooked is more exquisite far 
Than mutton, or oysters, or eggs: 

(Some think it keeps best in an ivory jar. 

And some, in m^ogany kegs:) 
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“You boil it in sawdust: you salt it in glue: 

You condense it with locusts and tape: 

Still keeping one principal object in view — 

To preserve its sjrmmetrical shape.” 

The Butcher would gladly have talked till next day. 
But he felt that the Lesson must end. 

And he wept with delight in attempting to say 
He considered the Beaver his fciend. • 

While the Beaver confessed, with affectionate looks 
More eloquent even than tears. 

It had learnt in ten minutes fax more than all books 
Would have taught it in seventy years. 

They returned hand-in-hand, and the Bellman, unman 
(For a moment) with noble emotion. 

Said, "This amply repays all the wearisome days 
We have sp>ent on the billowy ocean! " 

Such Mends, as the Beaver and Butcher became. 
Have seldom if ever been known; 

In winter or sununer, ’twas always the same — 

You could never meet either alone. 

And when quarrels arose — ^as one frequently finds 
Quarrels will, spite of every endeavour — 

The song of the Jubjub recurred to their minds. 

And cemented their Mendship for ever! 


FIT THE SIXTH 

THE barrister’s DREAM 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with 
They pursued it with forks and hope; 

They threatened its life with a railway-share; 
They charmed it with smiles and soap. 



248 THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK 

But the Barrister, weary of proving in vain 
That the Beaver’s lace-making was wrong. 

Fell asleep, and in dreams saw the creature quite pin™ 
That his fancy had dwelt on so long. 

He dreamed that he stood in a shadowy Court, 

Where the Snark, with a glass in its eye. 

Dressed in gown, bands, and wig, was defending a pig 
On the charge of deserting its sty. 

The Witnesses proved, without error or flaw. 

That the sty was deserted when foimd: 

And the Judge kept explaining the state of the law 
In a soft under-current of soimd. 

The indictment had never been clearly expressed. 

And it seemed that the Snark had begxm. 

And had spoken three hours, before anyone guessed 
What the pig was supposed to have done. 

The Jury had each formed a different view 
(Long before the indictment was read). 

And they all spoke at once, so that none of them knew 
One word that the others had said. 

"You must know " said the Judge: but the Snark 

exclaimed, " Fudge 1 
That statute is obsolete quite 1 

Let me tell you, my friends, the whole question depends 
On an ancient manorial right. 

" In the matter of Treason the pig would appear 
To have aided, but scarcely abetted: 

While the charge of Insolvency fails, it is clear. 

If you grant the plea 'never indebted.’ 

"The fact of Desertion I will not dispute: 

But its guilt, as I trust, is removed 

(So far as relates to the costs of this smt) 

By the Alibi which has been proved. 
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“ My poor client’s fate now depends on yonr votes." 

Here tlie speaker sat down in his place. 

And directed the Judge to refer to Ws notes 
And briefly to sum up the case. 

But the Judge said he never had summed up before; 

So the Snark undertook it instead. 

And stunmed it so well that it came to far more 
Than the Witnesses ever had said ! 

When the verdict was called for, the Jury declined. 

As the word was so ptLzasling to spell; 

But they ventxured to hope that the Snark wouldn’t mind 
Undertaking that duty as well. 

So the Snark fotmd the verdict, although as it owned. 

It was spent with the toils of the day: 

When it said the word, " guilty ! *’ the Jury all groaned, 
Amd some of them fainted away. 

Then the Snark pronoimced sentence, the Judge being 
quite 

Too nervous to utter a word; 

When it rose to its feet, there was silence like night. 
And the f aU of a pin might be heard. 

"Transportation for life** "was the sentence it gave, 

" And then to be fined forty pound.’’ 

The Jury all cheered, though the Judge said he feared 
That the phrase was not legally sound. 

But their wild exultation was suddenly checked 
When the jailer informed them, with tears. 

Such a sentence would have not ihe slightest effect. 

As the pig had been dead for some years. 

The Judge left the Court, looking deeply disgiisted: 

But the Snark, though a little aghast. 

As the lawyer to whom the defence was entrusted. 

Went bellowing on to the last. 

836 
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Thtis the Barrister dreamed, while the bellowing seemed 
To grow every moment more clear; 

Till he woke to the knell of a fmious beU, 

Which the Belhnan rang close at his ear. 


FIT THE SEVENTH 

THE banker's fate 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with care- 
They pizrsued it with forks and hope; ' 

They threatened its life with a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

And the Banker, inspired with a coinage so new 
It was matter for general remark. 

Rushed madly ahead and was lost to their view 
In his zeal to discover the Snark. 

But while he was seeking with thimbles and care, 

A Bandersnatch swiftly drew uigb 
And grabbed at the Banker, who shrieked in despair. 
For he knew it was useless to fly. 

He offered large discount — ^he offered a cheque 
(Drawn "to bearer”) for seven-pounds-ten: 

But the Bandersnatch merely extended its ri^lr 
And grabbed at the Banker again. 

Without rest or pause — while those frumious jaws 
Went savagely snapping aroimd — 

He skipped and he hopped, and he floundered 
flopped. 

Till fainting he fell to the ground. 

The Bandersnatch fled as the others appeared; 

Led on by that fear-stricken yell: 

And the Bellman remarked, "It is just as I feared 1” 
And solemnly tolled on bia bell. 
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He was black in the face, and they scarcely could trace 
The least likeness to what he had been: 

While so great was his fright that his waistcoat turned 
white — 

A wonderful thing to be seen! 

To the horror of all who were present that day. 

He uprose in full evening dress. 

And with senseless grimaces endeavoured to say 
What his tongue could no longer express. 

Down he sank in a chair — ran hi« ha-nda through his 
hair — 

And chanted in mimsiest tones 
Words whose utter inanity proved his insanity. 

While he rattled a couple of bones. 

“Leave him here to his fate — ^it is getting so late! ” 

The Bellman exclaimed in a fright. 

“We have lost half the day. Any further delay. 

And we shan't catch a Snark before nightl " 


FIT THE EIGHTH 

THE VANISHING 

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it with care; 

They pxursued it with forks and hope; 

Th^ threatened its life with a railway-share; 

They charmed it with smiles and soap. 

They dtiuddered to think that the chase might fail. 

And the Beaver, excited at ^t. 

Went bounding along on the tip of its tail. 

For the daylight was nearly past. 
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"There is Thingumbob shouting!” the Bellman said. 

"He is shouting like mad, only hark! 

He is waving his hands, he is wagging his head, 

He has certainly foimd a Snark ! ” 

They gazed in delight, while the Butcher exclaimed 
"He was always a desperate wag!” 

They beheld him — ^their Baker — their hero unnamed — 
On the top of a neighbouring crag, 

Erect and sublime, for one moment of time. 

In the next, that wild figure they saw 
(As if stimg by a spasm) plimge into a chasm. 

While they waited and listened in awe. 

"It’s a Snark!” was the sound that first came to their 
ears, 

And seemed almost too good to be true. 

Then followed a torrent of laughter and cheers : 

Then the ominous words, " It’s a Boo ” 

Then, silence. Some fancied they heard in the air 
A weary and wandering sigh 
That sounded like “ — jum! ” but the others declare 
It was only a breeze that went by. 

They himted till darkness came on, but they found 
Not a button, or feather, or mark. 

By which they could teU that they stood on the ground 
Where the Baker had met with the Snark. 

In the midst of the word he was trjdng to say 
In the midst of his laughter and glee. 

He had softly and suddenly vanished away 

For the Snark was a Boojum, you see. 
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TO MY PUPIL 

Bblovbd PopUl Tamed by thee, 
Addish-, Subtrac-, Multiplica-tion, 
Division, Fractions, Rule of Three, 
Attest thy deft manipulation t 

Then onward 1 Let the voice of Fame 
From Age to Age repeat thy story. 
Till thou hast won thyself a name 
Exceeding even Euclid's glory 



PREFACE 

This Tale originally app>eaxed as a serial in The Monthiy 
Packet, beginning in April 1880. The writer’s intenticaa 
was to embody in each Knot (like the medicine so 
dexterously, but ineffectually, concealed in the jam of 
our early childhood) one or more mathematical questions 
— in Arithmetic, Algebra, or Geometry, as the case 
might be — ^for the amusement, and possible edi&cation, 
of the fair readers of that magazine. 

L. C. 

jymc0fnber 1885 . 



KNOT I 


EXCELSIOK 

Goblin, lead tbem up and down. 

The ruddy glow of stmset was already fading into the 
sombre shadows of night, when two travellers might 
have been observed swiftly — at a pace of six miles in 
the hour — descending the rugged side of a mountain; 
the younger bounding from crag to crag with the agility 
of a fawn, while his companion, whose aged limbs 
seemed ill at ease in the heavy chain armour habitually 
worn by tourists in that district, toiled on painfully 
at his side. 

As is always the case tmder such circumstances, the 
yoimger knight was the first to break the silence. 

"A goodly pace, I trow!" he exclaimed. "We sped 
not thus in the ascent!" 

"Goodly, indeed!” the other echoed with a groan. 
“We clomb it but at three miles in the hour." 

" And on the dead level our pace is ? " the yotmger 

suggested; for he was weak in statistics, and left all 
such details to his aged companion. 

"Four miles in the hour," the other wearily replied. 
"Not an otmce more,” he added, with that love of 
metaphor so common in old age, "and not a farthing 
less!" 

" 'Twas three hours past high noon when we left our 
hostelry,” the young man said, musingly. "We shall 
scarce be back by supper-time. Perchance mine host 
will roimdly deny us ^ food!” 

"He will chide our tardy return,” was the grave 
reply, "and such a rebuke will be meet.” 

"A brave conceit!" cried the other, with a merry 
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laugh. "And should we bid him bring us yet anothei 
course, I trow his answer will be tart!" 

"We shall but get our deserts,” sighed the elder 
knight, who had never seen a joke in his life, and was 
somewhat displeased at his companion’s untimely 
levity. "'Twill be nine of the clock," he added in an 
imdertone, "by the time we regain our hostelry. Full 
many a mile shall we have plodded this day! ” 

"How many? How many? ” cried the eager youth, 
ever athirst for knowledge. 

Tlie old man was silent. 

"Tell me," he answered, after a moment’s thought, 
"what time it was when we stood together on yonder 
peak. Not exact to the minute!” he added hastily, 
reading a protest in the yotmg man’s face. “An' thy 
guess be within one poor half-hour of the mark, 'tis aJU 
I ask of thy mother’s son! Then will I teU thee, true 
to the last inch, how far we shall have trudged betwixt 
three and nine of the clock.” 

A groan was the young man's only reply; while his 
convulsed features and the deep wrinkles that chased 
each other across his manly brow, revealed the abyss 
of arithmetical agony into which one cheince question 
had plimged him. 


KNOT II 

ELIGIBJLE APARTMENTS 

Straight down the crooked lane. 

And all round the square 

“Let's ask Balbus about it,” said Hugh. 

"All right,” said Lambert. 

He can guess it,” said Hugh. 

"Rather,” said Lambert. 

No more words were needed: the two brothers under- 
stood each other perfectly. 

Balbus was waiting for them at the hotel: the journey 
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down liad tired him, he said : so his two pupils had been 
the round of the place, in search of lodgings, without 
the old tutor who had been their inseparable companion 
from their childhood. They had named him after the 
hero of their Latin exercise - book, which overflowed 
with anecdotes of that versatile genius — ^anecdotes whose 
vagueness in detail was more than compensated by 
their sensational biilliance. “Balbus has overcome all 
his enemies” had been marked by their tutor, in the 
mai^fin of the book, "Successful Bravery.” In this 
way he had tried to extract a moral from every anecdote 
about Balbus — sometimes one of warning, as in, “ Balbus 
had borrowed a healthy dragon,” against which he had 
written, "Rashness in Speculation” — ^sometimes of 
encouragement, as in the words, " Influence of Sympathy 
in United Action,” which stood opposite to the anecdote, 
"Balbus was assisting his mother-in-law to convince the 
dragon” — and sometimes it dwindled down to a single 
word, such as "Prudence,” which was all he could 
extract from the touching record that "Balbus, having 
scorched the tail of the dragon, went away.” His 
pupils liked the short morals best, as it left them more 
room for marginal illustrations, and in this instance 
they required all the space they could get to exhibit 
the rapidity of the hero’s departure. 

Their report of the state of things was discouraging 
That most fashionable of watering-places. Little Mendip, 
was "chockfuU” (as the boys expressed it) from end to 
end. But in one Square they had seen no less than 
four cards, in different houses, all announcing in flaming 
capitals, "bligible apartments.” “So there’s plenty 
of choice, after all, you see,” said spokesman Hugh in 
conclusion. 

"That doesn’t follow from the data,” said Balbus, 
as he rose from the easy-chair, where he had been 
dozing over The Little Mendip Gazette. "They may be 
all single rooms. However, we may as well see them 
I shall be glad to stretch my legs a bit.” 

An unprejudiced bystander might have objected 
that the operation was needless, and that this long. 
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lank creature would have been all the better with even 
shorter legs : but no such thought occurred to his loving 
pupUs. One on each side, they did their best to keep 
up with his gigantic strides, while Hugh repeated the 
sentence in their father’s letter, just received from 
abroad, over which he and Lambert had been puzzling. 
“He says a friend of his, the Governor of — what was 
that name again, Lambert?" (“Kgovjni,” said Lam- 
beart.) “Well, yes. The Governor of — ^what-you-may- 
call-it — ^wants to give a very small dinner-party, and he 
means to ask his father’s brother-in-law, his brother’s 
father-in-law, his father-in-law’s brother, and his 
brother-in-law's father: and we’re to guess how many 
guests there will be." 

There was an anxious pause. How large did he say 
the puddmg was to be?" Balbus said at last. “Take 
its cubical contents, divide by the cubical contents oi 
what each man can eat, and the quotient ” 

“ He didn’t say anything about puddmg,” said 
Hugh, “ — and here’s the Square," as they turned a 
corner and came into sight of the “eligible apartments." 

“It ts a Square!” was Balbus's first cry of delight, 
as he gazed arotmd him. “Beautiful! Beau-ti-ful! 
Equilateral! And rectangular!" 

The boys looked round with less enthusiasm. " Nxunber 
nine is the first with a card,” said prosaic Lambert; but 
Balbus wotxld not so soon awake from his dream of 
beauty. 

“See, boys!” he cried. “Twenty doors on a side! 
What symmetry! Each side divided into twenty-one 
equal parts! It’s delicious!” 

“Shall I knock, or ring? " said Hugh, looking in some 
perplexity at a square brass plate which bore the simple 
inscription, "ring also." 

"Both,” said Balbu& “That’s an Ellipsis, my boy. 
Did you never see an Ellipsis before? ” 

“I couldn't hardly read it,” said Hugh evasively. 
“It’s no good having an Ellipsis, if they don’t keep it 
clean." 

“Which there is one room, gentlemen,” said the smiling 
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landlady. “And a sweet room tool As snug a Kttle 
back-room “ 

“We will see it/’ said Balbus gloomily, as they 
followed her in. “I knew how it would be I One 
room in each house! No view, I suppose?" 

“Which indeed there is, gentlemen!" the landlady 
Indignantly protested, as she drew up the bHnd, and 
indicated the back garden. 

"Cabbages, I perceive,” said Balbus. "Well, they're 
green, at any rate.” 

“\^hlich the greens at the shops,” their hostess 
explained, “are by no means dependable upon. Here 
you has them on the premises, and of the best." 

"Does the window open?" was always Balbus’s first 
question in testing a lodging: and, "Does the chinmey 
smoke? " his second. Satisfied on all points, he secured 
the refusal of the room, and they moved on to Number 
Twenty-five. 

This landlady was grave and stem. “I've nobbut 
one room left,” she told them: “and it gives on the 
back-gyardin. ” 

“But there are cabbages?” Balbus suggested. 

The landlady visibly relented. “There is, sir,” she 
said: "and good ones, though I say it as shouldn’t. We 
can't rely on the shops for greens. So we grows them 
ourselves.” 

“A singular advantage,” said Balbus: and, after the 
ustial questions, they went on to Fifty-two. 

“And I’d gladly accommodate you all, if I could,” 
was the greeting that met them. "We are but mortal ” 
("Irrelevant!” muttered Balbus), "and I've let all my 
rooms but one.” 

"Which one is a back-room, I perceive,” said Balbus: 
“and looking out on — on cabbages, I presume?” 

"Yes, indeed, sir!” said their hostess. “Whatever 
other folks may do, we grows our own. For the shops — ” 

“An excellent arrangement!” Balbus interrupted. 
“Then one can really depend on their being good 
Does the window open?” 

The usual questions were answered satisfactorily* 
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but this time Hugh added one of his own invention — 
“Does the cat scratch?" 

The landlady looked rormd suspiciously, as if to make 
sure the cat was not listening. " I wUl not deceive you, 
gentlemen,” she said. “It scratch, but not without 
you pulls its whiskers! It'll never do it," she repeated 
slowly, with a visible effort to recall the exact words of 
some written agreement between herself and the cat, 
“without you pulls its whiskers!” 

“Much may be excused in a cat so treated," said 
Balbus, as they left the house and crossed to Number 
Seventy-three, leaving the landlady curtse5dng on the 
doorstep, and still murmuring to herself her parting 
words, as if they were a form of blessing, “ — ^not without 
you puUs its whiskers ! ” 

At Number Seventy-three they found only a small 
shy girl to show the house, who said “yes'm" in answer 
to all questions. 

“The usual room," said Balbus, as they marched in: 
"the usual back-garden, the usual cabbages. I suppose 
you can’t get them good at the shops? " 

"Yes'm,” said the girl. 

"Well, you may tell your mistress we will take the 
room, and that her plan of growing her own cabbages 
is simply admirable I ” 

"Yes’m,” said the girl, as she showed them out. 

"One day-room and three bed-rooms," said Balbus, 
as they returned to the hotel. "We wiU take as our 
day-room the one that gives us the least walking to 
do to get to it.” 

"Must we walk from door to door, and count the 
steps ? " said Lambert. 

“No, no! Figure it out, my boys, figure it out!” 
Balbus gaily exclaimed, as he put pens, ink, and paper 
before his hapless pupils, and left the room. 

" I say ! It'U be a job ! ” said Hugh. 

"Rather!” said Lambert. 



A TANGLED TALE 


a6a 


KNOT III 

MAD MATHESIS 
I waited fox th.e train. 

“Weld, they call me so because I am a little mad, 
I suppose," she said, good-humouredly, in answer to 
Clara's cautiously worded que -tion as to how she came 
by so strange a nickname. “ 3fou see, I never do what 
sane people are expected to do nowadays. I never 
wear long trains (talking of trains, that’s the Charing 
Cross Metropolitan Station — I’ve something to tell you 
about that), and I never play lawn-tennis. I can’t 
cook an omelette. I can’t even set a broken limb! 
There’s an ignoramus for you!’’ 

ClaxiL was her niece, and full twenty years her junior; 
in fact, she was still attending a High School — an 
institution of which Mad Mathesis spoke with undis- 
guised aversion. “Let a woman be meek and lowly!" 
she would say. "None of yotnr High Schools for me!" 
But it was vacation-time just now, and Clara was her 
guest, and Mad Mathesis was showiug her the sights of 
that Eighth Wonder of the world — London. 

"The Charing Cross Metropolitan Station!" she 
resumed, waving her hand towards the entrance as 
if she were introducing her niece to a friend. "The 
Bayswater and Birmingham Extension is just com- 
pleted, and the trains now run round and round con- 
tinuously — ^skirting the border of Wales, just touching 
at York, and so round by the east coast back to London. 
The way the trains run is most peculiar. The westerly 
ones go round in two hotus; the easterly ones take 
three; but they always manage to start two trains from 
here, opposite ways, pimctually every quarter of an 
hotu." 

"They part to meet again," said Clara, her eyes 
filling with tears at the romantic thought. 

"No need to cry about it I " her aunt grimly remarked 
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"They don’t meet on the same line of rails, you know 
Talking of meeting, an idea strikes me!” she added, 
rh angn'rig the subject with her usual abruptness. " Let’s 
go opposite ways round, and see which can meet most 
trains. No need for a chaperon — ^ladies’ saloon, you 
know. You shall go whichever way you like, and we'H 
have a bet about it I ” 

"I never make bets,” Clara said very gravely. "Our 
excellent preceptress has often warned us ” 

"You’d be none the worse if you did! ” Mad Mathesis 
interrupted. " In fact, you’d be the better, I’m certain ! ” 

"Neither does our excellent preceptress approve of 
ptms,” said Clara. "But we’U have a match, if you 
Uke. Let me choose my train,” she added after a 
brief mental calculation, "and I’ll engage to meet 
exactly half as many again as you do." 

"Not if you count fair,” Mad Mathesis bluntly 
interrupted- "Remember, we only count the trains 
we meet on the way. You mxistn’t count the one that 
starts as you start, nor the one that arrives as you 
arrive.” 

“That win only make the difference of one train,” 
said Clara, as they turned and entered the station. 
"But I never travelled alone before. There’ll be no 
one to help me to alight. However, I don't mind. 
Let’s have a match.” 

A ragged little boy overheard her remark, and came 
running after her. "Buy a box of cigar-lights. Miss!” 
he pleaded, pulling her shawl to attract her attention. 
Clara stopped to explain. 

"I never smoke cigars,” she said in a meekly apolo- 
getic tone. " Our excellent preceptress ” But Mad 

Mathesis impatiently hurried her on, and the little boy 
was left gazing after her with round eyes of amazement. 

The two ladies bought their tickets and moved slowly 
down the central platform. Mad Mathesis prattling on 
as usual — Clara silent, anxiously reconsidering the 
calculation on which she rested her hopes of winning 
the match. 

"Mind where you go, dear!” cried her axmt, checking 



A TANGLED TALE 265 

her just in time. ''One step more, and you’d have 
been in that pail of cold water 1" 

"I know, I know.” Clara said dreamily. "The pale, 
the cold, and the moony ” 

"Take your places on the spring-boards!” shouted 
a porter. 

"What are they for!” Clara asked in a terrified 
whisper. 

"Merely to help us into the trains." The elder lady 
spoke with the nonchalance of one quite used to the 
process. "Very few people can get into a carriage 
without help in less than three seconds, and the trains 
only stop for one second.” At this moment the whistle 
was heard, and two trains rushed into the station. A 
moment's pause, and they were gone again; but in that 
brief interval several hundred passengers had been shot 
into them, each flying straight to his place with the 
accuracy of a Minie bullet — ^while an equal number 
were showered out upon the side-platforms. 

Three hours had passed away, and the two friends 
met again on the Charing Cross platform, and eagerly 
compared notes. Then Clara turned away with a sigh. 
To young impulsive hearts, like hers, disappointment is 
always a bitter pill. Mad Mathesis followed her, full 
of kindly sympathy. 

“Try again, my love!” she said cheerily. "Let us 
vary the experiment. We will start as we did before, 
but not begin counting till our trains meet. When we 
see each other, we will say ‘One!’ and so coimt on till 
we come here again.” 

Clara brightened up. " I shall win that,” she exclaimed 
eagerly, "if I may choose my train!” 

li^other shriek of engine whistles, another upheaving 
of spring-boards, another living avalanche plunging 
into two trains as they flashed by: and the travellers 
were off again. 

Each gazed eagerly from her carriage window, holding 
up her handkerchief as a signal to her friend. A rush 
and a roar. Two trains shot past each other in a tunnel, 
and two travellers leaned back in their comers with a 
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sigh — or rather with two sighs — of relief. "One I" 
Clara murmured to herself. "Won! It's a word of 
good omen. This time, at any rate, the victory will 
be mine!" 

But was it? 


KNOT IV 

THE DEAD RECKONING 

I did dream of raoney-bags to-night. 

Noonday on the open sea within a few degrees of the 
Equator is apt to be oppressively warm; and our two 
travellers were now airily clad in suits of dazzling white 
linen, having laid aside the chain-armour which they 
had found not only endurable in the cold moimtain air 
they had lately been breathing, but a necessary pre- 
caution against the daggers of the bauiditti who infested 
the heights. Their hohday-trip was over, and they 
were now on their way home, in the monthly packet 
which plied between the two great ports of the island 
they had been exploring. 

Along with their armour, the tourists had laid aside 
the antiquated speech it had pleased them to affect 
while in knightly disguise, and had returned to the 
ordinary style of two country gentlemen of the twentieth 
century. 

Stretched on a pile of cushions, under the shade of a 
huge umbrella, they were lazily watching some native 
fishermen, who had come on board at the last landing- 
place, each carr5dng over his shoulder a small but 
heavy sack. A large weighing-machine, that had been 
used for cargo at the last port, stood on the deck; and 
roimd this the fishermen had gathered, and, with much 
unintelligible jabber, seemed to be weighing their sacks. 

‘‘More like sparrows in a tree than human talk, isn’t 
it?” the elder tourist remarked to his son, who smiled 
feebly, but would not exert himself so far as to speak. 
The old man tried another listener. 
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"What have they got in those sacks. Captain?" he 
inqtiired, as that great being passed them in his never- 
ending parade to and fro on the deck. 

The Captain paused in his march, and towered over 
the travellers — tall, grave, and serenely self-satisfied. 

"Fishermen,” he explained, "are often passengers in 
My ship. These five are from Mhruxi — ^the place we 
last touched at — and that's the way they carry their 
money. The money of this island is heavy, gentlemen, 
but it costs little, as you may guess. We buy it from 
them by weight — about five shillings a pornid. I fancy 
a ten-pound note would buy all those sacks.” 

By this time the old man had closed his eyes — in 
order, no doubt, to concentrate his thoughts on these 
interesting facts; but the Captain failed to realise his 
motive, and with a grtmt resumed his monotonous 
march. 

Meanwhile the fishermen were getting so noisy over 
the weighing-machine that one of the sailors took the 
precaution of carr3dng off all the weights, leaving them 
to amuse themselves with such substitutes in the form 
of winch-handles, bela3dng-pins, etc., as they could 
find. This brought their excitement to a speedy end: 
they carefully hid their sacks in the folds of the jib 
that lay on the deck near the tourists, and strolled away 

When next the Captain’s heavy footfall passed, the 
younger man roused himself to speak. 

“ What did you call the place those fellows came 
from. Captain?” he asked. 

"Mhruxi, sir.” 

"And the one we are bound for? " 

The Captain took a long breath, plunged into the word, 
and came out of it nobly. "They call it Kgovjni, sir.” 

"K — I give it up! ” the yormg man faintly said. 

He stretched out his hand for a glass of iced water 
which the compassionate steward had brought him a 
minute ago, and had set down, unluckily, just outside 
the shadow of the umbrella. It was scsd^ng hot, and 
he decided not to drink it. The effort of making this 
resolution, coming close on the fatiguing conversation 
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he had just gone through, was too much for him: he 
sank back among the cushions in silence. 

His father courteously tried to make amends for his 
nonchalance. 

"Whereabouts are we now. Captain? ’* said he, "Have 
you any adea? ” 

The Captain cast a pitjdng look on the i^orant 
landsman. "I could tell you that, sir,” he said, in a 
tone of lofty condescension, "to an inch!” 

“You don’t say so!” the old man remarked, in a 
tone of languid surprise. 

"And mean so,” persisted the Captain. "Why, what 
do you suppose would become of My ship, if I were to 
lose My Longitude and My Latitude ? Could you make 
anything of My Dead Reckoning? ” 

"Nobody could, I’m sure! ” the other heartily rejoined. 

But he had overdone it. 

"It’s perfectly intelligible,” the Captain said, in an 
offended tone, "to anyone that understands such 
things.” With these words he moved away, and began 
giving orders to the men, who were preparing to hoist 
the jib. 

Our tourists watched the operation with such interest 
that neither of them remembered the five money-bags, 
which in another moment, as the wind filled out the jib, 
were whirled overboard and fell heavily into the sea. 

But the poor fishermen had not so easily forgotten 
their property. In a moment they had rushed to the 
spot, and stood uttering cries of fury, and pointing, now 
to the sea, and now to the sailors who had caused the 
disaster. 

The old man explained it to the Captain. 

"Let us make it up among us,” he added in conclusion. 
"Ten pounds will do it, I think you said? ” 

But the Captain put aside the suggestion with a 
wave of the hand. 

“No, sir!” he said, in his grandest manner. "You 
will excuse Me, I am sure; but these are My passengers. 
The accident has happened on board My ship, and under 
My orders. It is for Me to make compensation.” He 
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turned to the angry fishermen. " Come here, my men ! ” 
he said, in the Mhruxian dialect. “Tell me the weight 
of each sack. I saw you weighing them just now." 

Then ensued a perfect Babel of noise, as the five 
natives explained, aU screaming together, how the 
sailors had carried off the weights, and they had done 
what they could with whatever came handy. 

Two iron belaying-pins, three blocks, six holy stones, 
four winch-handles, and a large hammer, were now 
carefully weighed, the Captain superintending and noting 
the results. But the matter did not seem to be settled, 
even then: an angry discussion followed, in which the 
sailors and the five natives all joined: and at last the 
Captain approached our tourists with a disconcerted 
look, which he tried to conceal under a laugh. 

“It's an absurd difficulty," he said. “Perhaps one 
of you gentlemen can suggest something. It seems 
they weighed the sacks two at a time I” 

“If they didn’t have five separate weighings, of course 
you can’t value them separately,” the youth hastily 
decided 

"Let’s hear all about it," was the old man’s more 
cautious remark. 

“They did have five separate weighings," the Captain 
said, "but — ^weU, it beats me entirely 1" he added, in a 
sudden burst of candour. “Here’s the result. First 
and second sack weighed twelve poimds; second and 
third, thirteen and a half; third and fourth, eleven and 
a half; fourth and fifth, eight: and then they say they 
had only the large hammer left, and it took three sacl^ 
to weigh it down — ^that’s the first, third, and fifth — 
and they weighed sixteen pounds. There, gentlemen! 
Did you ever hear anything like thaft ’’ 

The old man muttered under his breath, “If only my 
sister were here!" and looked helplessly at his son. 
His son looked at the five natives The five natives 
looked at the Captain. The Captain looked at nobody; 
his eyes were cast down, and he seemed to be saying 
softly to himself, “Contemplate one another, gentlemen, 
if such be your good pleasure. I contemplate My seif \ " 
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KNOT V 

OUGHTS ANU CROSSES 

Look liere, upon this picture, and on this. 

“ And what made you choose the first train. Goosey ? " 
said Mad Mathesis, as they got into the cab. " Couldn’t 
you count better than that ? " 

“I took an extreme case,” was the tearful reply. 
“Otu: excellent preceptress always says, ‘When in 
doubt, my dears, take an extreme case.’ And I was 
in doubt.” 

“Does it always succeed? " her aimt inquired. 

Clara sighed. “Not always” she reluctantly ad- 
mitted. “And I can't make out why. One day she 
was telling the little girls — ^they make such a noise at 
tea, you know — ‘The more noise you make, the less 
jam you will have, and vice versa.’ And I thought 
they wouldn’t know what ‘vice versa’ meant: so 
I explained it to them. I said, ‘ If you make an infinite 
noise, you’ll get no jam : and if you make no noise, you’ll 
get an infinite lot of jam.’ But our excellent preceptress 
said that wasn't a good instance. Why wasn’t it ? ” she 
added plaintively. 

Her aunt evaded the question. “One sees certain 
objections to it,” she said. “But how did you work 
it with the Metropolitan trains? None of them go 
infinitely fast, I believe.” 

“I called them hares and tortoises,” Clara said — a 
little timidly, for she dreaded being laughed at. “And 
I thought there couldn’t be so many hares as tortoises 
on the Line: so I took an extreme case — one hare and 
an infinite number of tortoises.” 

“An extreme case, indeed,” her atmt remarked with 
admirable gravity: “and a most dangerous state of 
things* " 

“And I thought, if I went with a tortoise, there 
would be only one hare to meet: but if I went with the 
bare — ^you know there were crowds of tortoises I” 
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"It wasn’t a bad idea,” said the elder lady, as they 
left the cab, at the entrance of Burlington House 
"You shall have another chance to-day. We’U have 
a match in marking pictures." 

Clara brightened up. "I should Hke to tiy again, 
very much,” she said. "I'U take more care this time. 
How are we to play ? ” 

To this question Mad Mathesis made no reply: she 
was busy drawing lines down the margins of the cata- 
logue. "See,” she said after a minute, "I’ve drawn 
three columns against the names of the pictures in the 
long room, and I want you to fill them with oughts and 
crosses — crosses for good marks and oughts for bad. 
The first column is for choice of subject, the second for 
arrangement, the third for colotiring. And these are 
the conditions of the match. You must give three 
crosses to two or three pictures. You must give two 
crosses to four or five ” 

"Do you mean o«/y two crosses?” said Clara. "Or 
may I count the three-cross pictures among the two-cross 
pictvures? ” 

"Of course you may,” said her aimt. "Anyone, 
that has three eyes, may be said to have two eyes, 
I suppose?” 

Clara followed her aunt’s dreamy gaze across the 
crowded gallery, half-dreading to find that there was 
a three-eyed person in sight. 

"And you must give one cross to nine or ten.” 

"And which wins the match?” Clara asked, as she 
carefully entered these conditions on a blank leaf in 
her catalogue. 

"Whichever marks fewest pictures.” 

"But suppose we marked the same number? ” 

"Then whichever uses most marks.” 

Clara considered. "I don’t think it’s much of a 
match,” she said. " I shall mark nine pictures, and give 
three crosses to three of them, two crosses to two more, 
and one cross each to all the rest.” 

"Will you, indeed?” said her aimt. "Wait till 
you’ve heard all the conditions, my impetuous child. 
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You mtist give three oughts to one or two picttires, 
two oughts to three or four, and one ought to eight or 
nine. I don't want you to be too hard on the R,A.’s.” 

Clara quite gasped as she wrote down all these fresh 
conditions. “It's a great deal worse than Circulating 
Decimals!’’ she said. “But I’m determined to win, 
all the same!’’ 

Her aunt smiled grimly. "We can begin here,” she 
said, as they paused before a gigantic picture, which 
the catalog^ne Informed them was the "Portrait of 
Lieutenant Brown, mounted on his favourite elephant." 

“He looks awfully conceited! ’’ said Clara. "I don't 
think he was the elephant’s favourite Lieutenant. What 
a hideous picture it is! And it takes up room enough 
for twenty!" 

"Mind what you say, my dear! ’’ her aunt interposed 
'It’s by an R.A.!’’ 

But Clara was quite reckless. "I don’t care who 
it’s by!” she cried. “And I shall give it three bad 
marks!’’ 

Axmt and niece soon drifted away from each other in 
the crowd, and for the next half-hour Clara was hard at 
work, putting in marks and rubbing them out again, 
and himting up and down for a suitable picture. This 
she found the hardest part of all. “I caWt find the 
one I want!" she exclaimed at last, almost crying with 
vexation. 

" WTaat is it you want to find, my dear? ’’ The voice 
was strange to Clara, but so sweet and gentle that she 
felt attracted to the owner of it, even before she had 
seen her; and when she turned, and met the smiling 
looks of two little old ladies, whose round dimpled 
faces, exactly alike, seemed never to have known a 
care, it was as much as she could do — as she confessed to 
Aunt Mattie afterwards — ^to keep herself from hugging 
them both. “I was looking for a picture," she said, 
“that has a good subject — ^and that’s well arranged — 
but badly coloured.” 

The little old ladies glanced at each other in some 
alarm. "Calm yourself, my dear," said the one who 
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had spoken first, “and try to remember which it was 
What was the subject?” 

“Was it an elephant, for instance?” the other sister 
suggested. They were still in sight of Lieutenant Brown. 

“I don’t know, indeed!” Clara impetuously replied. 
“You know it doesn’t matter a bit what the subject 
is, so long as it's a good one I ” 

Once more the sisters exchanged looks of alarm, and 
one of them whispered something to the other, of which 
Clara caught only the one word “mad.” 

“They mean Aunt Mattie, of course,” she said to 
herself — fancying, in her innocence, that London was 
like her native town, where everybody knew everybody 
else. " If you mean my aunt,” she added aloud, “ she’s 
there — ^just three pictures beyond Lieutenant Brown.” 

“Ah, well! Then you’d better go to her, my dear!” 
her new friend said soothingly. “She’ll find you the 
picture you want. Good-bye, dear!” 

“Good-bye, dear!” echoed the other sister. “Mind 
you don’t lose sight of your aunt!” And the paii 
trotted off into another room, leaving Clara rather 
perplexed at their manner. 

“They're real darlings!” she soliloquised. “I wonder 
why they pity me sol” And she wandered on, murmur- 
ing to herself, “It must have two good marks, and ” 


KNOT VI 

HER RADIAMCY 

Oixe piecee thing that my have got, 

Maskee ^ that thing my no can do. 

You talkee you no sabey what> 

Bamboo 

They landed, and were at once conducted to the Palace. 
About half way they were met by the Governor, who 
welcomed them in English — ^a great relief to our travel- 
lers, whose guide could speak nothing but Kgovjman. 
^"Maskee.” in Figeon-£tiglish., means "withour.''^ 

K 
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“I don't half like the way they grin at us as we go 
by! ” the old man whispered to his son. "And why do 
they say, 'Bamboo' so often?” 

“It alludes to a local custom,” replied the Governor, 
who had overheard the question. " Such persons as 
happen in any way to displease Her Radiancy are usually 
beaten with rods.” 

The old man shuddered. “A most objectionable 
local custom!” he remarked with strong emphasis. 
"I wish we had never landed! Did you notice that 
black feUow, Norman, opening his great mouth at us? 
I verily believe he would like to eat us I ” 

Norman appealed to the Governor, who was walking 
at his other side. "Do they often eat distinguished 
strangers here ? ” he said, in as indifferent a tone as 
he could assume. 

"Not often — ^not ever!” was the welcome reply. 
"They are not good for it. Pigs we eat, for they are 
fat. This old man is thin.” 

“And thankful to be so! ” muttered the elder traveller. 
"Beaten we shall be without a doubt. It's a comfort 
to know it won’t be Beaten without the B! My dear 
boy, just look at the peacocks!” 

They were now walking between two unbroken hues 
of those gorgeous birds, each held in check, by means of 
a golden collar and chain, by a black slave, who stood 
well behind, so as not to interrupt the view of the 
glittering tail, with its network of rustling feathers 
and its himdred eyes. 

The Gk>vemor smiled proudly. “In your honour,” 
he said, "Her Radiancy has ordered up ten thousand 
additional peacocks. She will, no doubt, decorate you, 
before you go, with the usual Star and Feathers.” 

“ It’U be Star without the S 1 ” faltered one of his 
hearers. 

" Come, come I Don’t lose heart ! ” said the other. 
"All this is full of charm for me.” 

"You are yotmg, Norman,” sighed his father; "young 
and light-hearted. For me, it is Charm without the C.” 

"The old one is sad,” the Governor remarked with 
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some anxiety. “He has, without doubt, effected some 
fearful crime?” 

“But I haven't!** the poor old gentleman hastily 
exclaimed. “Tell him I haven’t, Norman!” 

“He has not, as yet,” Norman gently explained. 
And the Governor repeated, in a satisffed tone, “Not 
as yet-** 

“Yours is a wondrous country!” the Governor 
resumed, after a pause. "Now here is a letter from 
a friend of mine, a merchant, in London. He and his 
brother went there a year ago, with a thousand pounds 
a-piece ; and on New Year's Day they had sixty thousand 
potmds between them!” 

“ How did they do it ? *’ Norman eagerly exclaimed. 
Even the elder traveller looked excited. 

The Governor handed him the open letter. “Any- 
body can do it, when once they know how,” so ran this 
oracular document. “We borrowed nought: we stole 
nought. We began the year with only a thousand 
pounds a-piece: and last New Year’s Day we had sixty 
thousand pounds between us — sixty thousand golden 
sovereigns! ” 

Norman looked grave and thoughtful as he handed 
back the letter. His father hazarded one guess. “ Was 
it by gambling? ” 

“A Kgovjnian never gambles,” said the Governor 
gravely, as he ushered them through the palace gates. 
They followed him in silence down a long passage, and 
soon fotmd themselves in a lofty hall, lined en-^irely 
with peacocks' feathers. In the centre was a pile of 
crimson cushions, which almost concealed the figure of 
Her Radiancy — a plump httle damsel, in a robe of green 
satin dotted wdth silver stars, whose pale round face 
lit up for a moment with a half-smile as the travellers 
bowed before her, and then relapsed into the exact 
expression of a wax doll, while she languidly murmurmed 
a word or two in the Kgovjnian dialect. 

The Governor interpreted. " Her Radiancy welcomes 
you. She notes the Impenetrable Placidity of the old 
one, and the Imperceptible Acuteness of the youth." 
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Here the little potentate clapped her hands, and a 
troop of slaves instantly appeared, carrying trays of 
coffee and sweetmeats, which they offered to the guests, 
who had, at a signal from the Governor, seated them- 
selves on the carpet. 

“Sugar-plums!” muttered the old man. “One might 
as well be at a confectioner’s! Ask for a penny bun, 
Norman ! ’’ 

“Not so loud!” his son whispered. “Say something 
complimentary!” For the Governor was evidently 
expecting a speech. 

“ We thank Her Exalted Potency,” the old man timidly 
began. “ We bask in the light of her smile, which ” 

“The words of old men are weak!” the Governor 
interrupted angrily. “Let the youth speak!” 

“Tell her,” cried Norman, in a wild burst of eloquence, 
“that, like two grasshoppers in a volcano, we are 
shrivelled up in ^e presence of Her Spangled Vehe- 
mence ! ” 

“It is well,” said the Governor, and translated this 
into Kgovjnian. “ I am now to tell you,” he proceeded, 
“what Her Radiancy requires of you before you go. 
The yearly competition for the post of Imperial 
Scarf-maker is just ended; you are the judges. You 
will take account of the rate of work, the lightness of 
the scarves, and their warmth. Usually the com- 
petitors differ in one point only. Thus, last year, 
Fifi and Gogo made the same number of scarves in the 
trial-week, and they were equally light; but Fifi’s were 
twice as warm as Gogo’s and she was pronounced twice 
as good. But this year, woe is me, who can judge it? 
Three competitors are here, and they differ in all points ! 
While you settle their claims, you shall be lodged. Her 
Radiancy bids me say, free of expense — ^in the best 
dungeon, and abimdantly fed on the best bread and 
water." 

The old man groaned “All is lost!” he wildly 
exclaimed. But Norman heeded him not: he had 
taken out his note-book, and was calmly jotting down 
the particulars. 
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“Three they be/’ the Governor proceeded, “Lolo, 
Mimi, and Zuzu. Lolo makes 5 scarves while Mimi 
makes 2 ; but Zuzu makes 4 while Lolo makes 3 ! Again, 
so fairy-like is Zuzu’s handiwork, 5 of her scarves weigh 
no more than one of Lolo's ; yet Mimi's is lighter still — 
5 of hers will but balance 3 of Zuzu’s * And for warmth 
one of Minu’s is equal to 4 of Zuzu’s; yet one of Lolo’s 
is as waCrm as 3 of Mimi’s ! ’’ 

Here the little lady once more clapped her hands. 

“It is our signal of dismissal!’’ the Governor hastilj’ 
said. “ Pay Her Radiancy your farewell compliments— 
and walk out backwards.’’ 

The walking part was all the elder tourist could 
manage. Norman simply said, “Tell Her Radiancy 
we are transfixed by the sfiectacle of Her Serene 
Brilliance, and bid an agonised farewell to her Condensed 
Milkmess! ’’ 

“Her Radiancy is pleased,’’ the Governor rep irted, 
after duly translating this. “ She casts on you a glance 
from Her Imperial Eyes, and is confident that you will 
catch it!’’ 

“That I warrant we shall!’’ the elder travelkt 
moaned to himself distractedly. 

Once more they bowed low, and then followed the 
Governor down a winding staircase to the Imperial 
Dungeon, which they found to be lined with coloured 
marble, lighted from the roof, and splendidly though 
not luxuriously furnished with a bench of polished 
malachite. “ I trust you will not delay the calculation,’’ 
the Governor said, ushering them in with much ceremony. 
“I have known great inconvenience — ^great and serious 
inconvenience — result to those unhappj, ones who have 
delayed to execute the commands of Her Radiancy! 
And on this occasion she is resolute' she says the thing 
must and shall be done: and she has ordered up ten 
thousand additional bamboos!’’ With these words he 
left them, and they heard him lock and bar the door 
on the outside. 

“I told you how it would end!’’ moaned the elder 
traveller, wringing his hands, and quite forgetting in 
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his anguish that he had himself proposed the expedition, 
and had never predicted anything of the sort. "Oh, 
that we were well out of this miserable business!" 

" Courage 1” cried the younger cheerQy.^ “Hcbc olim 
mentinisse juvahit 1 The end of all this will be glory!" 

"Glory without the L!" was all the poor old man 
could say, as he rocked himself to and fro on the 
malachite bench. “Glory without the LI" 


KNOT VII 

PETTY CASH 
Base IS the slave that pays. 

"Atjnt Mattie!" 

"My child?" 

“Would you mind writing it down at once? I shall 
be quite certain to forget it if you don’t! ” 

"My dear, we really must wait till the cab stopts 
How can I possibly write an 5 rthing in the midst of all 
this jolting? " 

" But really I shall be forgetting it ! ” 

Clara’s voice took the plaintive tone that her aunt 
never knew how to resist, and with a sigh the old lady 
drew forth her ivory tablets and prepared to record the 
amotmt that Clara had just spent at the confectioner’s 
shop. Her expenditure was always made out of her 
aunt’s purse, but the poor girl knew, by bitter experi- 
ence, that sooner or later " Mad Mathesis " would expect 
an exact account of every penny that had gone, and she 
waited, with ill-concealed impatience, while the old lady 
turned the tablets over and over, till she had found the 
one headed "petty cash." 

"Here’s the place,” she said at last, "and here we 
have yesterday’s luncheon duly entered. One glass 
lemonade (Why can’t you drink water, like me?), three 
sandwiches (They never put in half mustard enough. 
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I told the yotmg woman so, to her face; and she tossed 
her head — like her impudence!), and seven biscuits 
Total one-and-tvDopence. Well, now for to-day’s?” 

"One glass of lemonade ” Clara was beginning to 

say, when suddenly the cab drew up, and a courteous 
railway-porter was handing out the bewildered girl 
before she had had time to finish her sentence. 

Her aunt pocketed the tablets instantly. "Business 
first,” she said: "petty cash — ^which is a form of pleasure, 
whatever you may think — afterwards.” And she pro- 
ceeded to pay the driver, and to give voluminous orders 
about the luggage, quite deaf to the entreaties of her 
unhappy niece that she would enter the rest of the 
luncheon account. " My dear, you really must cultivate 
a more capacious mind ! " was all the consolation she 
vouchsafed to the poor girl. “Are not the tablets of 
your memory wide enough to contain the record of 
one single luncheon ? ” 

"Not wide enough! Not half wide enough! ” was the 
passionate reply. 

The words came in aptly enough, but the voice was 
not that of Clara, and both ladies turned in some surprise 
to see who it was that had so suddenly struck into their 
conversation. A fat little old lady was standing at the 
door of a cab, helping the driver to extricate what 
seemed an exact duplicate of herself: it would have 
been no easy task to decide which was the fatter, or 
which looked the more good-humoured of the two 
sisters. 

"I tell you the cab-door isn’t half wide enough!” 
she repeated, as her sister finally emerged, somewhat 
after the fashion of a pellet from a pop-gun, and she 
turned to appeal to Clara. "Is it, dear?” she said, 
trying hard to bring a frown into a face that dimpled 
all over with smiles. 

"Some folks is too wide for ’em,” growled the cab- 
driver. 

“ Don’t provoke me, man ! ” cried the little old lady, 
m what she meant for a tempest of fury. " Say another 
word and I’ll put you into the Coimty Court, and sue 
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you for a Habeas Corpus!” The cabman touched his 
hat, and marched off, grinning. 

"Nothing like a little Law to cow the rufifians, m3> 
dear!” she remarked confidentially to Clara. “You 
saw how he quailed when I mentioned the Habeas 
Corprxs? Not that I’ve any idea what it means, but 
it sounds very grand, doesn’t it ? ” 

"It’s very provoking,” Clara replied, a little vaguely. 

"Very!” the httle old lady eagerly repeated "And 
we’re very much provoked indeed. Aren’t we, sister?” 

" I never was so provoked in aU my life ! ” the fatter 
sister assented radiantly. 

By this time Clara had recognised her picture-gallery 
acquaintances, and, drawing her armt aside, she hastily 
whispered her reminiscences. “I met them first in the 
Royal Academy — and they were very kind to me — and 
they were lunching at the next table to us, just now, 
you know — and they tried to help me to find the 
picture I wanted — and I’m sure they’re dear old 
things! ” 

"Friends of yours, are they?” said Mad Mathesis 
"Well, I like their looks. You can be civil to them, 
while I get the tickets. But do try and arrange your 
ideas a little more chronologically ! ” 

And so it came to pass that the four ladies found 
thernselves seated side by side on the same bench 
waiting for the train, and chatting as if they had known 
one another for years. 

"Now this I call quite a remarkable coincidence!” 
exclaimed the smaller and more talkative of the two 
sisters — the one whose legal knowledge had annihilated 
the cab-driver. “Not only that we should be waiting 
for the same train, and at the same station — that would 
be curious enough — ^but actually on the same day, and 
the same hour of the day! That’s what strikes me so 
forcibly ! ” She glanced at the fatter and more silent 
sister, whose chief function in life seemed to be to 
support the family opinion, and who meekly responded: 

" And me too, sister I ” 

"Those are not independent coincidences- 


Mad 
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Mathesis was just beginning, when Clara ventured to 
interpose. 

"There’s no_ jolting here,” she pleaded meekly. 
"‘Would you mind writing it down now?” 

Out came the ivory tablets once more. "What was 
it, then? ” said her aunt. 

"One glass of lemonade, one sandwich, one biscuit — 
Oh, dear me!”_ cried poor Clara, the historical tone 
suddenly changing to a wail of Bjg,ony. 

"Toothache?” said her aunt calmly, as she wrote 
down the items. The two sisters instantly opened 
their reticules and produced two different remedies 
for neuralgia, each marked "imequalled.” 

"It isn’t that!” said poor Clara. “Thank you very 
much. It’s only that I can't remember how much 
I paid!” 

“WeU, try and make it out, then,” said her aixnt 
"You’ve got yesterday’s luncheon to help you, you 
know. And here’s the luncheon we had the day before 
— ^the first day we went to that shop — one glass lemonade, 
four sandwtches, ten biscuits . Total, one-and-fivepence ” 
She handed the tablets to Clara, who gazed at them 
with eyes so dim with tears that she did not at first 
notice that she was holding them upside down. 

The two sisters had been listening to all this with the 
deepest interest, and at this juncture the smaller one 
softly laid her hand on Clara’s arm. 

"Do you know, my dear,” she said coaxingly, "my 
sister and I are in the very same predicament! Quite 
identically the very same predicament! Aren’t we, 
sister! ” 

"Quite identically and absolutely the very ” 

began the fatter sister, but she was constructing her 
sentence on too large a scale, eind the httle one would 
not wait for her to finish it. 

"Yes, my dear,” she resumed; "we were lunching at 
the very same shop as you were — and we had two 
glasses of lemonade and three sandwiches and five 
biscuits — and neither of us has the least idea what wc 
paid. Have we, sister?” 
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“Quite identically and absolutely “ murmtired the 

other, who evidently considered that she was now a 
whole sentence in arrears, and that she ought to dis- 
charge one obligation before contracting any fresh 
liabilities; but the little lady broke in again, and she 
retired from the conversation a bankrupt. 

"Wottld you make it out for us, my dear?" pleaded 
the little old lady. 

"You can do Arithmetic, I trust?” her aunt said, a 
little anxiously, as Clara turned from one tablet to 
another, vainly trying to collect her thoughts. Her 
mind was a blank, and all human expression was rapidly 
fading out of her face. 

A gloomy silence ensued. 


KNOT VIII 

DE OMNIBUS REBUS 

This Utile pig went to market: 

This Uttle pig staid at Uome. 

"By Her Radiancy’s express command,” said the 
Governor, as he conducted the travellers, for the last 
time, from the Imperial presence, "I shall now have 
the ecstasy of escorting you as far as the outer gate of 
the Military Quarter, where the agony of parting — ^if 
indeed Nature can survive the shock — ^must be endured 1 
From that gate grurmstipths start every quarter of an 
homr, both ways ” 

“Would you mind repeating that word?” said 
Norman. “ Grurm ? ” 

"Grurmstipths,” the Governor repeated. "You rail 
them omnibuses in England. They run both ways, 
and you can travel by one of them all the way down 
to the harbour." 

The old man breathed a sigh of relief; four hours of 
courtly ceremony had wearied him, and he had been in 
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constant terror lest something should call into use the 
ten thousand additional bamboos. 

In another minute they were crossing a large quad- 
rangle, paved with marble, and tastefully decorated 
with a pigsty in each^ comer. Soldiers, carrying pigs, 
were marching in all directions: and in the middle stood 
a gigantic officer giving orders in a voice of thunder, 
which made itself heard above all the uproar of the pigs. 

“It is the Contimander- in - Chief ! ” the Governor 
hurriedly whispered to his companions, who at once 
followed his example in prostrating themselves before 
the great man. The Commander gravely bowed in 
return. He was covered with gold lace from head to 
foot: his face wore an expression of deep misery: and 
he had a little black pig under each arm. Still the 
gallant fellow did his best, in the midst of the orders 
he was every moment issuing to his men, to bid a 
courteous farewell to the departing guests. 

“Farewell, O old one! — carry these three to the 
South comer — and farewell to thee, thou young one — 
put this fat one on the top of the others in the Western 
sty — ^may your shadows never be less — ^woe is me, it is 
wrongly done! Empty out aU the sties, and begin 
again!” And the soldier leant upon his sword, and 
wiped away a tear. 

“He is in distress,” the Governor explained as they 
left the court. “Her Radiancy has commanded him 
to place twenty-fom: pigs in those four sties, so that, as 
she goes round the court, she may always find the nixm- 
ber in each sty nearer to ten than the number in the last.” 

“Does she call ten nearer to ten than nine is?” said 
Norman. 

“Surely,” said the Governor. “Her Radiancy would 
admit that ten is nearer to ten than nine is — and also 
nearer than eleven is.” 

"Then I think it can be done,” said Norman. 

The Governor shook his head. “The Commander 
has been transferring them in vain for four months,” 
he said. “What hope remains? And Her Radiancy 
has ordered up ten thousand additional ” 



284 A TANGLED TALE 

"The pigs don’t seem to enjoy being transferred," the 
old man hastily interrupted. He did not like the 
subject of bamboos. 

“They are only provisionally transferred, you know," 
said the Governor. “In most cases they are imme- 
diately carried back again: so they need not mind it 
And all is done with the greatest care, under the per- 
sonal superintendence of the Command er-in-Chief." 

“Of course she would only go once round?" said 
Norman. 

“Alas, no!" sighed their conductor. "Round and 
round. Round and round. These are Her Radiancy’s 
own words. But oh, agony! Here is the outer gate, 
and we must part!” He sobbed as he shook hands 
with them, and the next moment was briskly walking 
away. 

“He might have waited to see us off!" said the old 
man, piteously. 

"And he needn’t have begun whistling the very 
moment he left us! " said the young one severely. “But 
look sharp — ^here are two what's-his-names in the act 
of starting I " 

Unluckily, the sea-bound omnibus was full. “Never 
mind!" said Norman cheerily. “We’ll walk on till the 
next one overtakes us.” 

They trudged on in silence, both thinking over the 
military problem, till they met an omnibus coming from 
the sea. The elder traveller took out his watch. “ Just 
twelve minutes and a half since we started,” he remarked 
in an absent manner. Suddenly the vacant face 
brightened; the old man had an idea. "My boy!" he 
shouted, bringing his hand down upon Norman’s shoulder 
so suddenly as for a moment to transfer his centre of 
gravity beyond the base of support. 

Thus taken off his guard, the young man wildly 
staggered forwards, and seemed about to plunge into 
space: but in another moment he had gracefully re- 
covered himself. “Problem in Precession and Nuta- 
tion," he remarked — ^in tones where filial respect only 
just managed to conceal a shade of annoyance. “ What 
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IS it?” he hastily added, fearing his father might have 
been taken ill. "Will you have some brandy? ’’ 

"When will the next omnibus overtake us? When? 
When^ ” the old man cried, growing more excited every 
moment. 

Norman looked gloomy. "Give me time,” he said. 
"I must think it over.” And once more the travellers 
passed on in silence — ^a silence only broken by the distant 
squeals of the unfortunate little pigs, who were still 
being provisionally transferred from sty to sty, under 
the personal superintendence of the Commander-in-Chief 


KNOT IX 

A SERPENT WITH CORNERS 

Water, water, every where. 

Nor any drop to drink. 

" It'll just take one more pebble.” 

"Whatever are you doing with those buckets?” 

The speakers were Hugh and Lambert. Place, the 
beach of Little Mendip. Time, 1.30 p.m. Hugh was 
floating a bucket in another a size larger, and trying 
how many pebbles it would carry without sinking 
Lambert was l3dng on his back, doing nothing. 

For the next minute or two Hugh was silent, evidently 
deep in thought. Suddenly he started. "I say, look 
here, Lambert!” he cried. 

"If it’s alive, and slimy, and with legs, I don’t care 
to," said Lambert. 

"Didn’t Balbus say this morning that, if a body is 
immersed in Liquid, it displaces as much liquid as is 
equal to its own bulk ? ” said Hugh. 

"He said things of that sort,” Lambert vaguely 
replied. 

"Well, just look here a minute. Here's the little 
bucket almost quite immersed: so the water displaced 
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ought to be just about the same bulk. And now just 
look at it ! ” He took out the little bucket as he spoke, 
and handed the big one to Lambert. “Why, there’s 
hardly a teacupful! Do you mean to say that water is 
the same bulk as the little bucket ? ’’ 

“ Course it is/’ said Lambert. 

“Well, look here again!’’ cried Hugh, triumphantly, 
as he poured the water from the big bucket into the 
little one. “Why, it doesn’t half fill it!’’ 

“That’s its business,’’ said Lambert. “ If Balbus says 
it’s the same bulk, why. it is the same bulk, you know.” 

"Well, I don’t believe it,’’ said Hugh. 

"You needn’t,’’ said Lambert. “Besides, it’s dinner- 
time- Come along.’’ 

They fotmd Bedbus waiting dinner for them, and to 
him Hugh at once propotmded his difficulty. 

"Let’s get you helped first,’’ said Balbus, briskly 
cutting away at the joint. “You know the old proverb, 
‘Mutton first, mechanics afterwards’? ’’ 

The boys did not know the proverb, but they accepted 
it in perfect good faith, as they did every piece of 
information, however starthng, that came from so 
infallible an authority as their tutor. They ate on 
steadily in silence, and, when dinner was over, Hugh 
set out the usual array of pens, ink, and paper, whfie 
Balbus repeated to them the problem he had prepared 
for their afternoon’s task. 

"A friend of mine has a flower-garden — a very pretty 
one, though no great size ’’ 

“How big is it? ’’ said Hugh. 

“That’s what you have to find out!’’ Balbus gaily 
replied. “All 7 tell you is that it is oblong in shape — 
j'ust half a yard longer than its width — and that a 
gravel-walk, one yard wide, begins at one comer and 
runs all round it.’’ 

“Joining into itself? ’’ said Hugh. 

“Not joining into itself, young man. Just before 
doing that, it turns a comer, and runs round the garden 
again, alongside of the first portion, and then inside 
that again, winding in and in, and each lap touching 
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the last one, till it has used up the whole of the 
area." 

"Like a serpent with comers? ” said Lambert. 

“Exactly so.^ And if you walk the whole length of 
it, to the last inch, keeping in the centre of the path, 
it’s exactly two miles and half a furlong. Now, while 
you find out the length and breadth of the garden. I’ll 
see if I can think out that sea-water puzzle." 

"You said it was a flower-garden?" Hugh inquired, 
as Balbus was leaving the room. 

“ I did,” said Balbus. 

"Where do the flowers grow?’’ said Hugh. But 
Balbus thought it best not to hear the question. He 
left the boys to their problem, and, in the sUence of 
his own room, set himself to miravel Hugh’s mechauiical 
j>aradox. 

"To fix our thoughts,” he murmured to himself, as, 
with hands deep-buried in his pockets, he paced up and 
down the room, "we will take a cylindrical glass jar, 
with a scale of inches marked up the side, and fill it 
with water up to the lo-inch mark: and we will assume 
that every inch depth of jar contains a pint of water. 
We will now take a solid cylinder, such that every inch 
of it is equal in bulk to half a pint of water, and pltmge 
4 inches of it into the water, so that the end of the 
cylinder comes down to the 6-inch mark. Well, that 
displaces 2 pnits of water. What becomes of them? 
Why, if there were no more cylinder, they would He 
comfortably on the top, and fill the jar up to the 12-mch 
mark. But unfortunately there is more cyhnder, 
occupying half the space between the lo-inch and the 
12-inch marks, so that only one pint of water can be 
accommodated there. What becomes of the other pint ? 
Why, if there were no more cyHnder, it would He on the 
top, and fill the jar up to the 13-inch mark. But 
unfortunately — Shade of Newton!" he exclaimed, in 
sudden accents of terror. "When does the water stop 
rising ? ” 

A bright idea struck him. 
on it," he said. 


"I’U write a Httle essay 
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Balbus’s Essay 

“When a solid is immersed in a liquid, it is well known 
that it displaces a portion of the liqtiid equal to itself 
in bulk, and that the level of the liquid rises just so 
much as it would rise if a quantity of liquid had been 
added to it, equal in bulk to the solid. Lardner sa5rs 
precisely the same process occturs when a solid is partially 
immersed : the quantity of liquid displaced, in this case, 
equalling the portion of the solid which is immersed, 
and the rise of the level being in proportion. 

“Suppose a solid held above the surface of a liquid 
and partially immersed : a portion of the liquid is dis- 
placed, and the level of the liquid rises. -But, by this 
rise of level, a little bit more of the solid is of course 
immersed, and so there is a new displacement of a 
second portion of the liquid, and a consequent rise of 
level. Again, this second rise of level causes a yet 
further immersion, and by consequence another dis- 
placement of liquid and another rise. It is self-evident 
that this process must continue till the entire solid is 
immersed, and that the hquid will then begin to immerse 
whatever holds the solid, which, being connected with 
it, must for the time be considered a part of it. If 
you hold a stick, six feet long, with its end in a tumbler 
of water, and wait long enough, you must eventually be 
immersed. The question as to the source from whicli 
the water is supplied — ^which belongs to a high brancli 
of mathematics, and is therefore beyond our present 
scope — does not apply to the sea. Let us therefore 
take the familiar instance of a man standing at the edge 
of the sea, at ebb-tide, with a solid in his hand, which 
he partially immerses: he remains steadfast and un- 
moved, and we all know that he must be drowned 
The multitudes who daily perish in this manner to 
attest a philosophical truth, and whose bodies the 
unreasoning wave casts sullenly upon our thankless 
shores, have a truer claim to be called the martyrs of 
science than a Galileo or a Kepler. To use Kossuth’s 
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eloquent phrase, they are the unnamed demigods of the 
nineteenth century.” * 


"There's a fallacy somewhere ” he murmured drowsily, 
as he stretched his long legs upon the sofa. " I must 
think it over again.” He closed his eyes, in order to 
concentrate his attention more perfectly, and for the 
next hour or so his slow and regular breathing bore 
witness to the careful deliberation with which he was 
investigating this new and perplexmg view of the subject. 


KNOT X 

CHBLSEA BUNS 
Yea, buns, and buns, and buns! 

Old Song. 

"How very, very sad!” exclaimed Clara; and the eyes 
of the gentle girl filled with tears as she spoke. 

"Sad — but very curious when you come to look at 
it arithmetically,” was her aunt’s less romantic reply, 
"Some of them have lost an arm in their country's 

service, some a leg, some an ear, some an eye ” 

"And some, perhaps, all \ ” Clara murmured dreamily, 
as they passed the long rows of weather-beaten heroes 
basking m the srm. "Did you notice that very old 
one, with a red face, who was drawing a map m the 
dust with his wooden leg, and all the others watchmg? 

I think it was a plan of a battle ” 

"The Battle of Trafalgar, no doubt,” her aunt 
interrupted briskly. 

" Hardly that, I think,” Clara ventured to say. ** You 

see, in that case, he couldn’t well be alive ” 

"Couldn’t well be alive! ” the old lady contemptuously 
repeated. "He’s as lively as you and me put together! 

^ Note by the writer . — For the above essay I am mdebted to a 
dear friend, now deceased. 
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Why, if drawing a map in the dust — ^with one’s wooden 
leg-l^oesn't prove one to be alive, perhaps you'll kindly 
mention what does prove it I " 

Clara did not see her way out of it. Ix)gic had never 
been her forte. 

“ To return to the arithmetic,” Mad Mathesis restuned 
— ^the eccentric old lady never let slip an opportunity 
of driving her niece into a calculation — “what per- 
centage do you suppose must have lost all four — a leg, 
an arm, an eye, and an ear? " 

“How can I tell?” gasped the terrified girl. She 
knew well what was coming. 

“You can’t, of course, without data," her aunt 

replied; “but I'm just going to give you ” 

“Give her a Chelsea bxm, miss! That’s what most 
yoimg ladies likes best ! ” The voice was rich and 
musical, and the speaker dexterously whipped back 
the snowy cloth that covered his basket, and disclosed 
a tempting array of the familiar square bims, joined 
together in rows, richly egged and browned, and glisten- 
ing in the sun. 

“No, sir! I shall give her nothing so indigestible! 
Be off! ” The old lady waved her parasol threateningly; 
but nothing seemed to disturb the good htunour of the 
jolly old man, who marched on, chanting his melodious 
refrain: 
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"Far too indigestible, my love!” said the old lady. 
“Percentages will agree with you ever so much better! ” 

Clara sighed, and there was a hungry look in her eyes 
as she watched the basket lessening in the distance; 
but she meekly listened to the relentless old lady. 
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» at once proceeded to count off the data on her 
ers. 

Say that 70 per cent have lost an eye — 75 per cent 
;ar — 80 per cent an arm — 85 per cent a leg — that’ll 
it beautifully. Now, my dear, what percentage, ai 
f, must have lost all fom? ” 

0 more conversation occurred — ^unless a smothered 
amation of, "Piping hot!” which escaped from 
a's lips as the basket vanished round a comer could 
:ounted as such — ^until they reached the old Chelsea 
ision, where Clara’s father was then staying, with 
three sons and their old tutor. 

albus, Lambert, and Hugh had entered the house 
a few minutes before them. They had been out 
cing, and Hugh had been propounding a difficulty 
:h had reduced Lambert to the depths of gloom, 
had even puzzled B albus. 

It changes from Wednesday to Thursday at mid- 
it, doesn’t it ? ” Hugh had begxm. 

Sometimes," said Balbus cautiously. 

Always,” said Lambert decisively. 

Sometimes, ” Balbus gently insisted. "Six mid- 
ts out of seven, it changes to some other name " 

1 meant, of course," Hugh corrected himself, "when 
>es change from Wednesday to Thursday, it does it 
lidnight — and OftZy at midnight ” 

Surely," said Balbus. Lambert was silent. 

Well, now, suppose it’s midnight here in Chelsea. 
n it’s Wednesday west of Chelsea (say in Ireland 01 
iiica) where mi^ight hasn’t arrived yet: and it’s 
rsday east of Chelsea (say in Germany or Russia) 
re midnight has just passed by? " 

Surely,” Balbus said again. Even Lambert nodded 
time. 

But it isn’t midnight an3rwhere else; so it can't be 
iging from one day to another anywhere else And 
if Ireland and America and so on call it Wednesday, 
Germany and Russia and so on call it Thursday, 
e mu-st be some place — not Chelsea — that has 
rent days on the two sides of it. And the w< 
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of it is, the people there get their days in the wrong 
order: they've got Wednesday east of them, and Thurs- 
day west — just as if their day had changed from Thursday 
to Wednesday!” 

“I’ve heard that puzzle before I” cried Lambert. 
“And I’ll tell you the explanation. When a ship goes 
round the world from east to west, we know that it 
loses a day in its reckoning: so that when it gets home 
and calls its day Wednesday, it finds people here calling 
it Thursday, because we’ve had one more midnight 
than the ship has had. And when you go the other 
way round you gain a day.” 

“I know all that,” said Hugh, in reply to this not 
very lucid explanation : " but it doesn’t help me, because 
the ship hasn’t proper days. One way round, you get 
more than twenty-four hours to the day, and the other 
way you get less : so of course the names get wrong : but 
people that Uve on in one place always get twenty-four 
hours to the day,” 

"I suppose there is such a place,” Balbus said, 
meditatively, "though I never heard of it. And the 
people must find it very queer, as Hugh says, to have 
the old day east of them, and the new one west: because, 
when midnight comes round to them, with the new day 
in front of it and the old one behind it, one doesn’t 
see exactly what happens. I must think it over.” 

So they had entered the house in the state I have 
described — ^Balbus puzzled, and Lambert buried in 
gloomy thought. 

“Yes, m’m. Master is at home, m’m,” said the stately 
old butler. (N B. — It is only a butler of experience who 
can manage a series of three M’s together, without any 
interjacent vowels.) “And the ole party is a-waiting 
for you in the libeiy." 

“I don’t like his calling your father an old party,” 
Mad Mathesis whispered to her niece, as they crossed 
the hail. And Clara had only just time to whisper in 
reply, "He meant the whole party,” before they were 
ushered into the library, and the sight of the five 
solemn faces there assembled chilled her into silence. 
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Her father sat at the head of the table, and mutely 
signed to the ladies to take the two vacant chairs, one 
on each side of him. His three sons and Balbus com- 
pleted the party. Writing materials had been arranged 
round the table, after the fashion of a ghostly banquet • 
the butler had evidently bestowed much thought on 
the grim device. Sheets of quarto paper, each flanked 
by a pen on one side and a pencil on the other, repre- 
sented the plates — penwipers did duty for rolls of 
bread— while ink-bottles stood in the places usuall5'^ 
occupied by wine-glasses. The pihce d& rdsistance was 
a large green baize bag, which gave forth, as the old 
man restlessly lifted it from side to side, a charming 
jingle, as of innumerable golden guineas. 

"Sister, daughter, sons — ^and Balbus ” the old 

man began, so nervously, that Balbus put in a gentle, 
"Hear, hearl" while Hugh drummed on the table with 
his fists. This disconcerted the unpractised orator. 

"Sister ” he began again, then paused a moment, 

moved the bag to the other side, and went on with a 
rush, "I mean — ^this being — a critical occasion — more 
or less — being the year when one of my sons comes of 

age ’’ he paused again in some confusion, having 

evidently got into the middle of his speech sooner than 
he intended: but it was too late to go back. "Hear, 
hear!” cried BalbTos. "Quite so,” said the old gentle- 
man, recovering his self-possession a little: “when first 
I began this annual custom — ^my friend Balbus will 

correct me if I am wrong ” (Hugh whispered, " With 

a strap 1 ” but nobody heard him except Lambert, who 
only frowned and shook his head at him) “ — this annual 
custom of giving each of my sons as many guineas as 
would represent his age — it was a critical time — so 
Balbus informed me — as the ages of two of you were 
together equal to that of the third — so on that occasion 

I made a speech ” He paused so long that Balbus 

thought it well to come to the rescue with the words, 

"It was a most ” but the old man checked him 

with a warning look: "yes, made a speech,” he repeated. 
"A few years after that, Balbus pointed out — I say 
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nointed out •” ("Hear, hear I" cried Balbus. "Qtiit 

S?” said the grateful old man.) “ — that it was anotJu 
Stical occasion. The ages of two of you were togethe 
double tbat of the third. So I made another speech— 
speech. And now again it’s a critical occasioi 

!i2Balbus says— and I am making " (Here Mac 

ivfathesis pointedly referred to her watch) “all the haste 
T can!” the old man cried, with wonderful presence ol 
“Indeed, sister, I’m coming to the point now! 
The number of years that have passed since that first 
occasion is just two-thirds of the number of guineas 
T then gave you. Now, my boys, calculate your ages 
from the data, and you shall have the money!" 
we know our ages! ” cried Hugh. 

“Silence, sir!” thundered the old man, rising to his 
full height’ (he was exactly five-foot five) in his indig- 
tion- must use the data only! You 

mustn’t even assume whtch it is that comes of age!” 
He clutched the bag as he spoke, and with tottering 
steps (it was about as much as he could do to carry it) 
he left the room. 

“And you shall have a similar cadeau,” the old lady 
-rv^icrw-red to her niece, “when you've calculated that 
Percentage! ” And she followed her brother. 

P Nothing could exceed the solemnity with which the 
old couple had risen from the table, and yet was it — 
was it a grin with which the father turned away from 
unhappy sons? Could it be — could it be a wink 
with which the aimt abandoned her despairing niece? 
And were those — ^were those sounds of suppressed 
chuckling which floated into the room, just before 
Baibus (who had followed them out) closed the door? 
Surely not- y®^ butler told the cook — but no, 
that was merely idle gossip, and I will not repeat it. 

The shades of evening granted their unuttered peti- 
tion and “closed not o'er” them (for the butler brought 
in the lamp): the same obliging shades left them a 
“lonely bark” (the wail of a dog, in the back-yard, 
baying the moon) for “awhile": but neither “mom, 
aigg " (nor any other epoch), seemed likely to “restore” 
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t±iem — to that peace of mind which had once been theirs 
ere ever these problems had swooped upon them, and 
crushed them with a load of unfathomable mystery! 

"It's hardly fair/' muttered Hugh, "to give us such 
a jumble as this to work out! " 

"Fair? " Clara echoed bitterly. " Well!" 

And to all my readers I can but repeat the last words 
of gentle Clara; 

Fare-weu- I 
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••A knot/" said Alice. ‘'Oh, do let me lielp to undo iti 
ANSWERS TO KNOT I 

Problem — ^Two travellers spend from 3 o'clock till 9 
in walking along a level road, up a hill, and home again: 
their pace on the level being 4 miles an hour, up hill 3, 
and down hill 6. Find distance walked: also (wi-fihin half 
an hour) time of reaching top of hill. 

Answer . — 24 miles: half -past 6. 

Solti tton. — A level mile takes J of an hour, up liill 
down hill Hence to go and return over the same mile, 
whether on the level or on the hill-side, takes § an hour. 
Hence in 6 hours they went 12 miles out and 12 back. If 
the 12 miles out had been nearly all level, they would have 
taken a little over 3 hours; if nearly all up hill, a little 
under 4. Hence 3J hours must be within J an hour of the 
time taken m reaching the peak; thus, as they started at 
3, they got there within J an hour of J past 6. 

Twenty-seven answers have come in. Of these, 9 are 
right, 16 partially right, and 2 wrong. The 16 give the 
dtstance correctly, but they have failed to grasp the fact 
that the top of the hill might have been reached at any 
moment between 6 o'clock and 7 

The two wrong answers are from Gerty Vernon and 
A Nihilist. The former makes the distance "23 miles,'" 
while her revolutionary companion puts it at 27 Gerty 
Vernon says, ‘*they had to go 4 miles along the plain, and 
got to the foot of the hill at 4 o'clock." They mtght have 
done so, I grant; but you have no ground for saying they 
did so. "It was 7^ miles to the top of the hill, and they 
reached that at J before 7 o'clock " Here you go wrong 
in your arithmetic, and I must, however reluctantly, bid 
you farewell, yj miles, at 3 miles an hour, would noi 
require 2f hours. A Nihilist says, x denote the 

whole number of miles; y the number of hours to hill-top; 

3y=number of miles to hill-top, and x — 3y= number 
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oi miles on the other side/' You bewilder me. The other 
side of what? **Oi the hill," you say. ‘ But then, how did 
they get home again ? However, to accommodate your 
views we will build a new hostelry at the foot of the hill 
on the opposite side, and also assume (what I grant you is 
posstble, though it is not necessartly true) that there was 
no level road at all. Even then you go wrong. You say: 



(i>; 



I grant yon (i), but I deny (ii): it rests on the assumption 
that to go part of the time at 3 miles an hour, and the rest 
at 6 miles an hour comes to the same result as going the 
whole time at 4^ miles an hour. But this would only be 
true if the ** part** were an exact half, i.e. if they went up 
hill for 3 hours, and down hill for the other 3: which they 
certainly did not do. 

The sixteen, who are partially right, are Agptes Baicev, 
F. K., Fifee, G E. B., H. P , Kit, M. E. T , Mvsie, A 
Mother's Son, Nairam, A Redruthian, A Socialist, 
Spear Maiden, T B. C., Vis Inerti.®, and Yak. Of 
these, F. K , Fifee, T. B. C., and Vis Inerti® do not 
attempt the second part at all. F. K. and H P give no 
working. The rest make particular assumptions, such a.s 
that there was no level road — that there were 6 miles of 
level road — and so on, all leading to particular times being 
fixed for reaching the hi 11 -top The most cunous assump- 
tion IS that of Aones Bailey, who says, "Let Ar==number 


of hours occupied m ascent; then ;i=hours occupied in 

descent; and ~=hours occupied on the level." I suppose 

you were thinking of the relative rates, up hill and on the 
level; which we might express by saying ^at, if they went 


^ miles up hill in a certain time, they would go ^ miles 
on the level in the same Hme. You have, m fact, assumed 


that they took the same time on the level that they took in 
ascending the hill. Fifee assumes that* when the aged 
knight said they had gone "four miles m the hour" on the 
level, he meant that four miles was the dtstance gone, not 
merely the rate. This would have been — if Fifee will 
excuse the slang expression — 3. "sell," iU-suited to the 


digmty of the heio. 
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And now “descend, yc classic Nme!“ who have solved 
the whole problem, and let me sing your praises. Your 
names are Blithb, E. W., L. B., A Marlborough Bov, 
O. V. L., Putney Walker, Rose, Sea Breeze, Simple 
Susan, and Money Spinner. (These last two I count as 
one, as they send a joint answer.) Rose and Simple 
Susan and Co do not actually state that the hill-top was 
reached some time between 6 and 7, but, as they have 
clearly grasped the fact that a mile, ascended and descended, 
took the same time as two level miles, I mark them as 
''right.*' A Marlborough Boy and Putney Walker 
deserve honourable mention for their algebraical solutions, 
being the only two who have perceived that the question 
leads to an tndeteYmtnate equation. E. W brings a charge 
of untruthfulness against the aged knight — serious 
charge, for he was the very pink of chivalry! She says, 
“According to ihe data given, the time at the summit 
affords no clue to the total distance. It does not enable 
us to state precisely to an inch how much level and how 
much hill there was on the road" "Fair damsel," the 
aged knight replies, “ — if, as I surmise, thy initials denote 
Early Womanhood — ^bethink thee that the word 'enable' 
is thine, not mine. I did but ask the time of reaching the 
hill-top as my condition for further parley. If now thou 
wilt not grant that I am a truth-loving man, then will 
I affirm that those same initials denote Envenomed 
Wickedness ! " 


CLASS LIST 

1 

A Marlborough Boy. Putney Walker* 


XI 


Blithe. 
E. W. 

L. B. 

O. V. L. 


Rose. 

Sea Breeze. 
j Simple Susan. 
l Money-Spinner. 


Blithe has made so ingenious an addition to the problem, 
and Simple Susan and Co. have solved it in such tuneful 
verse, that I record both their answers m full. I have 
altered a word or two m Blithe's — which I trust she will 
excuse; it did not seem quite clear as it stood. 


“Yet stay," said the youth, as a gleam of mspiration 
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lighted up the relaxing muscles of his quiescent features 
''Stay. Methinks it matters little when we reached that 
summit, the crown of our toil. For in the space of time 
wherein we clambered up one mile and bounded down the 
same on our return, we could have trudged the iwatn on the 
level. We have plodded, then, four-and-twenty miles in 
these six mortal hours; for never a moment did we stop 
for catching of fleeting breath or for gazmg on the scene 
around 1 '' 

“Very good,'* said the old man. "Twelve miles out and 
twelve miles in. And we reached the top some time 
between six and seven of the clock. Now mark me! For 
every five minutes that had fled since six of the clock when 
we stood on yonder peak, so many miles had we toiled 
upwards on the dreary mountain-side!" 

The youth moaned and rushed into the hostel 

IBlituk 

The elder and the younger knight. 

They salhed forth at three; 

How far they went on level ground 
It matters not to me ; 

What time they reached the foot of hill. 

When they began to mount. 

Are problems which I hold to be 
Of very small account. 

The moment that each waved his hat 
Upon the topmost peak — 

To trivial query such as this 
No answer will I seek 
Yet can I tell the distance well 
They must have travelled o'er: 

On hill and plain, 'twixt three and nine. 

The miles were twenty-four. 

Four miles an hour their steady pace 
Along the level track. 

Three when they climbed — but six when they 
Came swiftly striding back 
Adown the hill; and little slcill 
It needs, methinks, to show. 

Up hill and down together told. 

Four miles an hour they go. 

For whether long or short the time 
Upon the hill they spent. 

Two thirds were passed m going up. 

One third in the descent. 
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Two tbiids at three, one third at six. 

If rightly reckoned o'er. 

Will make one whole at four — the tale 
Is tangled now no more, 

Simfl:® SrrsAN, 
Money- Spinnbr 


ANSWERS TO KNOT II 
§ I. The Dinner Party 

Problem , — ^The Governor of Kgovjni wants to give a 
veiy' small dinner party, and invites Ins father's brother- 
in-law, his brother's father-m-law, his father-in-law's 
brother, and his brother-in-law's father. Find the number 
of guests 

Answer, — One. 


A=a 


In this genealogy, males 
aredeno ted by capitals, and 
females by small letters. 

The Governor is E and 
his guest IS C. 



Ten answers have been received. Of these, one is wrong, 
Gabanthus Nivalis Major, who insists on inviting two 
guests, one being the Governor's wife's brother's father If 
she had taken his sister's husband's father instead, she 
would have found it possible to reduce the guests to one 
Of the nine who send right answers, Sea-Brebze is the 
very faintest breath that ever bore the name! She simply 
states that the Governor's uncle might fulfil all the con- 
ditions "by intermarriages"! "Wind of the western sea," 
you have had a very narrow escape! Be thankful to appear 
in the Class List at all ! Boo-Oak and Bradshaw of the 
Futxjrf use genealogies which require i6 people instead of 
14, by mvit.ng the Governor's father's sister's husband 
mstead oi his father's wife's brother I cannot think this 
so good a solution as one that requires only 14. Caxus 
and Valentine deserve special mention as the only two 
who have supplied genealogies 
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CLASS LIST 

I 

Beb. M. M, Oxo Cat. 

Caius. Matthew Matticks Vatentike 

II 

Hog-Oak. Bradshaw of the Fixture. 

m 

Sea-Breeze. 


§ a. The Lodgings 

JProblefn . — A Square has ao doors on each side, which 
contains 21 equal parts. They are numbered all round, 
beginning at one comer. From which of the four. Nos. 9, 
25» 5 ^> 73 > IS the sum of the distances, to the other three, 
least ? 

Answer . — ^From No. 9. 


Let A be No. 9, B No. 25, C No. 52, 
and D No. 73. 

Then AB=v^(i2*4- 5*)=-v/i 69=13; 
AC=2i ; 

AD=V(9^+S^5)=Vi45=i2+ 

(N.B. i.e. “between 12 and 13/*) 

BC= V( I 12 2) =^ 400=20 ; 

BD=V<3M-21^)~V45o=2I+ ; 

CD=V(9^+i3^)=Vi250=i54" ; 


A 


9 • 

5 

8 


• 

13 

16 

9 • 

12 


"C 


Hence sum of distances from A is between 46 and 47, 
from B, between 54 and 55; from C, between 56 and 37, 
from D, between 48 and 51. (Why not “between 48 and 
49“? Make this out for yourselves.) Hence the sum is 
least for A, 


Twenty-five solutions have been received. Of these, 15 
must be marked “o/' 5 are partly right, and 5 right Of 
the 15, I may dismiss Alphabetical Phantom, Bog-Oak, 
Dinah Mite, Fifee, Galanthus Nivalis Major (I fear 
the cold spring has blighted our Snowdrop), Guy, H .MS 
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Pinafore, Janet, and Valentine with the simple remark 
that they insist on the imfortunate lodgers keeping to the 
pavement. (I used the words "crossed to Number Seventy- 
three" for the special purpose of showing that short cuts 
were possible.) Sea-Breeze does the same, and adds that 
"the result would be the same" even if tHey crossed the 
Square, but gives no proof of this. M. M. draws a diagram, 
and says that No. 9 is the house, "as the diagram shows." 
I caxmot see how it does so. Old Cat assumes that the 
house must be No. 9 or No. 73. She does not explain how 
she estimates the ^stances. Bee's Arithmetic is faulty; 
she makes v/442-f-\/i3o=!74i. (I suppose you 

mean -v/741, which would be a httle nearer the truth. But 
roots cannot be added in this manner. Do you think 
-v/p-f- V^i6 is 25. or even \/25 ?) But Ayr’s state is more 
perilous still; she draws lUogi^ conclusions with a frightful 
calmness. After pointing out (rightly) that AC is less than 
BD she says, " therefore the nearest house to the other three 
must be A or C." And again, after pointing out (rightly) 
that B and D are both within the half-square containing 
A, she says, "therefore" AB-j-AD must be less than 
BC-I-CD. (There is no logical force m either "therefore." 
For the first, try Nos. i, 21, 60, 70; this will make your 
premiss true, and your conclusion false. Similarly, for the 
second, try Nos. i, 30, 51, 71.) 

Of ihe five paiiJy-nght solutions. Rags and Tatters 
and Mad Hatter (who send one answer between them) 
make No. 25 6 units from the comer mstead of 5. Chbam, 
E. R. D. L., and Meggy Potts leave openings at the 
comers of the Square, which are not in the data ; moreover 
Cheam gives values for the distances without any hint that 
they are only approximations. Crophi and Mophi make 
the bold and unfounded assumption that there were really 
21 houses on each side, instead of 20 as stated by Balbus. 
"We may assume," they add, "that the doors of Nos. 21, 
42, 63, 84, are invisible from the centre of the Square"! 
What is there, I wonder, that Crophi and Mophi would 
not assume ? 

Of the five who are wholly right, I think Bradshaw of 
THE Future, Caius, Clifton C., and Martreb deserve 
special praise for their full analytical solutions. Matthew 
Matticks picks out No. 9, and proves it to be the right 
house in two ways, very neatly and mgeniously, but why 
he picks it out does not appear. It is an excellent synthetical 
proof, but lacks the analysis which the other four supply. 
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CLASS LIST 

1 

Bradshaw of thb Ftjthrr. Clifton C* 

Caius. Martrbb. 

XX 

Matthew Matticks. 

Ill 

Che AM. Meggv Potts. 

Crophi and Mophl /Rags and Tatters. 

E. R. D. L. IMad Hatter. 

A remonstrance has reached me from Scrdtator on 
the subject of Knot I, which he declares was “no problem 
at all.“ “Two questions/' he says, “are put. Xo solve 
one there is no data: the other answers itself/' As to the 
first point. Scrutator is mistaken; there are (not “is") 
data sufficient to answer the question. As to the other, it 
IS interesting to know that the question “answers itself/' 
and I am sure it does the question great credit: still I fear 
I cannot enter it on the list of winners, as this competition 
is only open to human beings. 


ANSWERS TO KNOT HI 

JProblefn. — (i) Two travellers, starting at the same time, 
went opposite way^ round a circular railway. Trams start 
each way every 1 5 minutes, the easterly ones going round in 
3 hours, the westerly in 2. How many trains did each meet 
on the way, not counting trains met at the terminus itself ? 
(2) They went round, as before, each traveller counting as 
'one' the train con taming the other traveller. How many 
did each meet? 

Answers, — (i) 19. {2) The easterly traveller met 12; 

the other 8. 

The trams one way took 180 minutes, the other way 120. 
I^t us take the l.c.m., 360, and divide the railway into 
360 units. Then one set of trains went at the rate of 2 
units a minute and at intervals of 30 xmits; the other at 
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the rate of 3 units a minute and at intervals of 45 units. 
An easterly train starting has 45 units between it and the 
first train it will meet: it does f of this while the other does 

and thus meets it at the end of e 8 units, and so all the 
way round. A westerly train starting has 30 units between 
it and the first tram it will meet: it does ^ of this while 
the other does and thus meets it at the end of 18 units, 
and so all the way round. Hence if the railway be divided, 
by 19 posts, into no parts, each containing 18 units, trams 
meet at every post, and, in (i), each traveller passes 19 
posts in going round, and so meets 19 trains. But, in (2), 
the easterly traveller only begins to count after traversing 

of the journey, i.e. on reaching the 8th post, and so 
counts 12 posts: similarly the other counts 8. They meet 
at the end of of 3 hours, or f of 2 hours, i.e. 72 minutes. 

Forty-five answers have been received. Of these 12 
are beyond the reach of discussion, as they give no working 
I can but enumerate their names, Aromore, E. A , 
F. A. D., L. D., Matthew Matticks, M E. T., Poo-Poo, 
and The Red Queen are all wrong. Beta and Rowena 
have got (i) right and (2) wrong. Cheekv Bob and 
Nairam give the right answers, but it may perhaps make 
the one less cheeky, and induce the other to take a less 
inverted view of things, to be informed that, if this had been 
a competition for a prize, they would have got no marks 
(N.B. — I have not ventured to put E. A/s name m full, as 
she only gave it provisionally, in case her answer should 
prove right.) 

Of the 33 answers for which the working is given, ro 
are wrong; ii half -wrong and half-right; 3 right, except 
that the^r cherish the delusion that it was Clara who 
travelled in the easterly tram — a point which the data do 
not enable us to settle; and 9 wholly right. 

The 10 wrong answers are from Bo-Peep, Financier, 
I. W. T., Kate B., M. A. H., Q. Y. Z., Sea-Gull, Thistle- 
down, Tom-Quad, and an unsigned one. Bo-Peep rightly 
says that the easterly traveller met all trains which started 
during the 3 hours of her tnp, as well as all which started 
during the previous 2 hours, i.e. all which started at the 
commencements of 20 periods of 15 mmutes each; and she 
is right m stnkmg out the one she met at the moment of 
starting; but wrong in striking out the last tram, for she 
did not neet this at the terminus, but 15 mmutes before 
she got there. She makes the same rmstake m (2), Finan- 
cier thinks that any train, met for the second time, is not 
to be counted. I. W, T. finds, by a process which is not 
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stated, tliat the travellers met at the end of 71 minutes 
and seconds. Kat:b B. thinks the trains which are 

met on starting and on arriving are never to be counted, 
even when met elsewhere. Q. Y. Z. tries a rather complex 
algebraical solution, and succeeds in finding the time of 
meetmg correctly: all else is wrong Sea-Gxjll seems to 
think that, in (i), the easterly train etood sttll for 3 hours; 
and says that, in (a), the travellers met at the end of 71 
minutes 40 seconds. Thistleiiown nobly confesses to 
having tried no calculation, but merely having drawn a 
picture of the railway and counted the trains; m (i), she 
counts wrong; in (2) she makes them meet m 75 minutes. 
ToM-QxjAn omits (i): m (2) he makes Clara count the train 
she met on her arrival. The unsigned one is also unintel- 
ligible; it states that the travellers go more than the 
total distance to be traversed The '‘Clara'' theory, 
already referred to, is adopted by 5 of these, viz. Bo-Peep, 
Financier, Kate B,, Tom-Qtjao, and the nameless writer. 

The II half-right answers are from Bog-Oak, Briegex, 
Castor, Cheshire Cat, G. E. B., Guy, Mary, M. A. H., 
Ono Maid, R, W., and Venoreei, All these adopt the 
“Clara" theory. Castor omits (i). Vendredi gets (i) 
right, but m (2) makes the same mistake as Bo-Peep. 
I notice m your solution a marvellous proportion -sum: 
"300 miles : 2 hours :: one mile : 24 seconds." May 
I venture to advise your acquiring, as soon as possible, an 
utter disbehef in the possibility of a ratio existing between 
miles and hours ? Do not be disheartened by your two 
friends' sarcastic remarks on your “roundabout ways." 
Their short method, of adding 12 and 8, has the slight 
disadvantage of bringing the answer wrong: even a “round- 
about" method is better than thatl M. A. H., in (2), 
makes the travellers count “one" after they met, not when 
they met. Cheshire Cat and Olo Maio get “20" as 
answer for (i), by forgetting to strike out the train met on 
arrival. The others all get “18" m various ways. Bog- 
Gxjy, and R. W. divide the trains which the westerly 
traWftller has to meet into 2 sets, viz. those already on the 
Ime, which they (rightly) make “ii," and those which 
started durmg her 2 hours' journey (exclusive of train met 
on arrival), which they (wrongly) make '*7*'; and they 
make a similar mistake with the easterly train. Bridget 
(rightly) says that the westerly traveller met a train every 
6 mmutes for 2 hours, but (wrongly) makes the number 
“20"; it should be “21." G. E. B. adopts Bo-Peep's 
method, but (wrongly) strikes out (for the easterly traveller) 
the tram which started at the commencement of the previous 
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2 hours. Mary thinks a train, met on arrival, must not 
be counted, even when met on a previous occasion. 

The 3, who are wholly nght but for the unfortunate 
"Clara” theory, are F. Lee, G. S. C., and X. A. D. 

And now "descend, ye classic ten!” who have solved the 
whole problem. Your names are Aix-les-Eaii^s, Aloer- 
isroN Bray (thanks for a friendly remark, which comes vath 
a heart-warmth that not even the Atlantic could chill), 
Arvon, Bradshaw of the Future, Fifee, H. L. R., 
J, L. O , Omeoa, S. S. G., and Waitino for the Train. 
Several of these have put Clara, provisionally, mto the 
easterly train: but they seem to have understood that the 
data do not decide that point. 


CLASS LIST 


AIX-EES-B AINS . 

Algernon Bray. 

Bradshaw of the Future. 
Fifee. 


H. L R. 

Omega. 

S S. G. 

Waiting for the Train, 


n 

Arvon. J. L* O. 

Ill 

P. Lee G. S. C. X. A. B- 


ANSWERS TO KNOT IV 

Problem . — ^There are 5 sacks, of which Nos. i, 2, weigh 
12 lbs.; Nos, 2, 3, 13J lbs.; Nos. 3, 4, iij lbs.; Nos. .4, 5, 
8 lbs.; Nos. i, 3, 5, 16 lbs. Required the weight eac' * of 
sack. 

Answer. — 5^, 6^, 7, 4^, 3^. 

The sum of all the weighings, 61 lbs., includes sack 
No. 3 thrtce and each other twtce. Deducting twrce the 
sum of the ist and 4th weighings, we get 21 lbs. for thrtce 
No. 3, i.e. 7 lbs. for No. 3. Hence, the 2nd and 3rd weigh- 
ings give 6 ^ lbs., 4J lbs. for Nos. 2, 4; and hence again, the 
1st and 4th. weighmgs give 5^ lbs., 3 J lbs,, for Nos. i, 5. 
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Ninety-seven answers have been received. Of these, 15 
are beyond the reach of discussion, as they give no working. 
I can but enumerate their names, and I take this oppor- 
tumty of saying that this is the last time I shall put on 
record the names of competitors who give no sort of clue 
to the process by which their answers were obtained. In 
guessing a conundrum, or m catching a flea, we do not 
expect the breathless victor to give us afterwards, in cold 
blood, a history of the mental or muscular eflorts by which 
he achieved success; but a mathematical calculation is 
another thing. The names of this '*mute inglorious'' band 
are Common Sbnsb, D. E. K., DouanAS, E. L., Eillen, 
I. M. T., J. M. C., Joseph, Knot I, Lncv, Meek:, M. F. C., 
Pyramxjs, Shah, Veritas. 

Of the eighty-two answers with which the working, or 
some approach to it, is supphed, one is wrong: seventeen 
have given solutions which are (from one cause or another) 
practically valueless: the remaimng sixty-four I shall try 
to arrange m a Class Eist, according to the varying degrees 
of shortness and neatness to which they seem to have 
attained. 

The solitary wrong answer is from Nell. To be thus 
** alone in the crowd" is a distinction — a painful one, no 
doubt, but still a distinction. I am sorry for you, my 
dear young lady, and I seem to hear your tearful exclama- 
tion, when you read these hnes, "Ah! This is the knell 
of all my hopes ! " Why, oh why, did you assume that the 
4th and 5th bags weighed 4 lbs each> And why did you 
not test your answers ? However, please try again : and 
please don't change your notn-de-plumei let us have Nell 
m the First Class next time S 

The seventeen whose solutions are practically valueless 
are Aromore, A Readv Reckoner, Arthur, Bog-Lark, 
Bog-Oak, Bridget, First Attempt, J. L. C., M. E. T., 
Rose, Rowena, Sea-Breeze, Sylvia, Thistledown, 
Three-Fifths Asleep, Vendredi, and Winifred. Bog- 
Lark tries it by a sort of "rule of false," assuming experi- 
mentally that Nos. 1,2, weigh 6 lbs. each, and havmg thus 
produced 17^, instead of 16, as the weight of i, 3, and 5, 
she removes "the superfluous pound and a half," but does 
not explain how she knows from which to take it. Three- 
Fifths Asleep says that (when m that pecuhar state) "it 
seemed perfectly clear" to her that, "3 out of the 5 sacks 
being weighed twice over, f of 45 = 27, must be the total 
weight of the 5 sacks." As to which I can only say, with 
the Captain, "it beats me entirely!" Winifred, on the 
plea that "one must have a startmg-pomt," assumes (what 
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r fear is a mere guess) that No. i weighed lbs. The 
rest all do it, wholly or partly, by guess-work 

The problem is of course (as any algebraist sees at once) 
a case of “simultaneous simple equations/* It is, however, 
easily soluble by arithmetic only; and, when this is the 
case, I hold that it is bad workmanship to use the more 
complex method, I have not, this time, given more credit 
to arithmetical solutions; but m future problems I shall 
(other things being equal) give the highest marks to those 
who use the simplest machinery. I have put into Class I 
those whose answers seemed specially short and neat, and 
into Class III those that seemed specially long or clumsy. 
Of this last set, A. C. M., Fxjrzh-Btjsh, Jambs, Fartriogb, 
R. W,, and Waitino for thb Train, have sent long 
wandering solutions, the substitutions have no definite 
method, but seeming to have been made to see what would 
come of it. Chilpomb and Dublin Boy omit some of the 
working, Arvon Marlborouoh Boy only finds the weight 
of one sack. 


CLASS LIST 


B. E. D. 

C. H. 


Constance Johnson, 
G-reysteau. 

Guy. 

Hoopoe. 

F. A. 

A. H. 


Number Five, 
Pedro. 

R TTr* ■'ST 

Seven Old Men. 
Vis IneetijE, 
Willy B. 

Yahoo. 


H 


American Subscriber. 

An Appreciative Schoolma’am. 
Ayr, 

Bradshaw op the Future. 
Cheam. 

C. 1W[. G. 

Dinah Mite. 

Duckwing. 

E. C. M. 

E. N. Lowry. 

Era. 

Euhoclydon. 


F. H. W. 
Fifee. 

G. E. B. 
Harlequin. 
Hawthorn. 
Hough Green. 
T- A. B. 

Jack Tar. 

J. B. B. 
Kgovjni. 

Land Lubber. 
p. 
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aqpik. 

ARY- 

HRITXI- 

3CNNIK. 

ONKY-SPIISriSrRR* 

AIRAM 

Lr> Cat. 

DLICHI>TKL}LE. 


, C. M. 

RVOK Marlborough Boy, 

JILPOME. 

UBLiN Boy. 
jrze-Bush. 


Simple Susan. 

S- S. G. 

Thisbe- 

Verkna. 

Wamba. 

Wolfe. 

Wykehamicus. 

Y M. A. H. 

Ill 

James. 

Partriuoe. 

R. W. 

Waiting for the Train. 


ANSWERS TO KNOT V 

Problem . — To mark pictures, givmg 3 X's to 2 or 3, 
to 4 or 5, and i to 9 or 10; also giving 3 o's to i or 2, 
bo 3 or 4 and i to 8 or 9 ; so as to mark the smallest possible 
imber of picturCvS, and to give them the largest possible 
imber of marks. 

Answer . — 10 pictures; 29 marks; arranged thus: 


X 

X 

X 

X 

X 

X 

X 

X 

X 

0 

X 

X 

X 

X 

X 


0 

0 

0 

0 

X 

X 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 


Solution . — By giving all the X*s possible, putting into 
ackets the optional ones, we get 10 pictures marked thus: 

XXXXXXXXX (X) 

X X X X (X) 

X X (X) 

By then assigning in the same way, beginning at the 
her end, we get 9 pictures marked thus: 

(o) o 
(o) 000 
(o) 00000000 

All we have now to do is to run these two wedges as close 
gether as they will go, so as to get the minimum number 
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of pictures — erasing optional marks where by so doing we 
can run them closer, but otherwise letting them stand. 
There are lo necessary marks m the ist row, and in the 3rd; 
but only y m the 2nd. Hence we erase all optional marks 
m the xst and 3rd rows, but let them stand in the 2nd. 

Twenty- two answers have been received. Of these n 
give no working; so, in accordance with what 1 announced 
in my last review of answers, I leave them unnamed, 
merely mentioning that 5 are right and 6 wrong. 

Of the eleven answers with which some working is sup- 
phed, 3 are wrong. C. H. begins with the rash assertion that 
under the given conditions ‘*the sum is impossible. Eor," 
he or she adds (these initialed correspondents are dismally 
vague beings to deal with: perhaps *'it" would be a better 
pronoun), is the leaist possible number of pictures'' 

(granted): therefore we must either give 2 X 's to 6, or 

2 o's to 5." Why ''must," O alphabetical phantom? 
It IS nowhere ordained that every picture "must" have 

3 marks! Fifee sends a folio page of solution, which 
deserved a better fate : she offers 3 answers, m each of which 
10 pictures are marked, with 30 marks; m one she gives 
2 X's to 6 pictures; in another to 7; m the 3rd she gives 
2 o's to 5; thus in every case ignoring the conditions 
(I pause to remark that the condition "2 X 's to 4 or 5 
pictures" can only mean ''either to 4 or else to 5": if, as 
one competitor holds, it might mean any number not less 
than 4, the words "or 5" would be superfluous.) I, E. A 
(I am happy to say that none of these bloodless phantoms 
appear this time m the class-hst. Is it IDEA with the 
"D" left out?) gives 2 X's to 6 pictures. She then takes 
me to task for using the word "ought" instead of "nought." 
No doubt, to one who thus rebels against the rules laid 
down for her guidance, the word must be distasteful. But 
does not I. E. A. remember the parallel case of "adder" ^ 
That creature was originally "a nadder": then the two 
words took to bandying the poor ‘'n" backwards and 
forwards like a shuttlecock, the final state of the game 
being "an adder." May not "a nought" have similarly 
become "an ought"? Anyhow, "oughts and crosses" is 
a very old game. I don't think I ever heard it called 
"noughts and crosses." 

In the following Class List, I hope the solitary occupant 
of III will sheathe her claws when she hears how narrow 
an escape she has had of not being named at all. Her 
account of the process by which she got the answer is so 
meagre that, like the nursery tale of " Jack-a-Mmory " 
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(I trast I. E. A. will be merciful to the spelling), it is 
scarcely to be distinguished from *'zeroJ^ 


Gtry. 


CLASS LIST 

I 

Old Cat. Ska-Brbeze. 


II 

Ayr- 

Bradshaw of thb Future, 


F Lee. 

H, Vernon. 


Ill 

Cat. 


ANSWERS TO KNOT VI 

Problem i — A and B began the year with only ^^looo 
a-piece They borrowed nought; they stole nought. On 
the next New Year's Day they had ;^6o,ooo between them. 
How did they do it? 

Solution . — ^They went that day to the Bank of England. 
A stood in front of it, while B went round and stood 
behind it. 

Two answers have been received, both worthy of much 
honour. Audeerate makes them borrow “o" and steal 
*^^0/' and uses both cyphers by putting them at the right- 
hand end of the :^iooo, thus producing j^ioo.ooo which is 
well over the mark. But (or to express it in Latin) At 
Spes Infracxa has solved it even more ingeniously: with 
the first cypher she turns the '' i of the ;£’iooo into a 9," 
and adds the result to the origmal sum, thus getting ;£io,ooo : 
and in this, by means of the other "o," she turns the i*' 
into a '‘6," thus hitting the exact £60,000. 

CLASS LIST 

I 

At Spes Infracta 


XX 

Adulepate. 
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Problem iz. — L. makes 5 scarves, while M makes 2: Z 
makes 4 whale L makes 3. Five scarves of Z's weigh one 
of 5 of ikf^s weigh 3 of Z's- One of M'b is as warm as 
4 of Z's; and one of L's as warm as 3 of Which is 

best, giving equal weight in the result to rapidity of work, 
lightaess, and warmth ? 

Answer. — ^The order is ikf, L, Z. 

Solution. — As to rapidity (other things being constant) 
Us merit is to in the ratio of 5 to 2: Z's to Us in the 
ratio of 4 to 3. In order to get one set of 3 numbers 
fulfilling these conditions, it is perhaps simplest to take 
the one that occurs twice as umty, and reduce the others 
to fractions: this gives, for JL, M, and Z, the marks x, 

In estimating for lightness, we observe that the greater 
the weight, the less the merit, so that Z^s merit is to Us 
as 5 to I. Thus the marks for lightness are i. And 

similarly, the marks for warmth are 3, i, To get the 
total result, we must tmtUiply Us 3 marks together, and do 
the same for Af and for Z. The final numbers are 1 X yX 3, 
|X#Xi, ^XiXi; i.e. §, f, i.e. multiplying throughout 
by 15 (which will not alter the proportion), 9, 10, 5; showmg 
the order of merit to be M, L, Z. 

Twenty-nine answers have been received, of which five 
are right, and twenty-four wrong. These hapless ones 
have all (with three exceptions) fallen into the error of 
adding the proportional numbers together, for each candi- 
date, instead of multiplying. Why the latter is right, 
rather than the former, is fnlly proved m textbooksf so 
I will not occupy space by statmg it here; but it can be 
illustrated very easily by the case of length, breadth, and 
depth. Suppose A and B are rival diggers of rectangular 
tanks: the amount of work done is evidently measured by 
the number of cubical feet dug out. I,et A dig a tank 10 
feet long, 10 wide, 2 deep: let B dig one 6 feet long, 5 wide, 
10 deep. The cubical contents are 200, 300; i e. B is best 
digger m the ratio of 3 to 2. Now try marking for length, 
width, and depth, separately; givmg a maximum mark of 
10 to the best m each contest, and then adding the results ' 

Of the twenty-four malefactors, one gives no working, 
and so has no real claim to be named ; but I break the rule 
for once, in deference to its success m Problem i : he, she 
or it, is Addlepate. The other twenty- three may be divided 
into five groups. 

First and worst are, I take it, -Uiose who put the rightful 
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winner last; arranging tliem as '"Lolo, Zuzu, Mimi The 
names of these desperate wrong-doers are Ayr, Braoshaw 
OF THE Future, Furze -Bush, and Poruux (who send a 
jomt answer), Greysteau, Guy, Old Hen, and Simple 
Susan. The latter was once best of all; the Old Hen has 
taken advantage of her simplicity, and beguiled her with 
the chaflP which was the bane of her own chickenhood, 

Secondly, I point the finger of scorn at those who have 
put the worst candidate at the top; arranging them as 
"Zuzu, Mimi, Lolo/' They are Grjecia, M. M., Olo 
Cat, and R. E. X. "*Tis Greece, but 

The third set have avoided both these enormities, and 
have even succeeded in puttmg the worst last, their answer 
being "Lolo, Mimi, Zuzu." Their names are Ayr (who 
also appears among the "quite too too"), Clifton C., 
F. B., Fifee, Grig, Janet, and Mrs. Sairey Gamp. F. B. 
has not fallen into the common error; she multtplies 
together the proportionate numbers she gets, but in 
getting them she goes wrong, by reckoning warmth as a 
iZ^-ment. Possibly she is "Freshly Burnt," or comes 
"From Bombay." Janet and Mrs. Sairey Gamp have 
also avoided tins error: the method they have adopted is 
shrouded in mystery — I scarcely feel competent to criticise 
it. Mrs Gamp says, "If Zuzu makes 4 while Lolo makes 
3, Zuzu makes 6 while JjoIo makes 5 (bad reasoning), while 
Mimi makes z." From this she concludes "Therefore Zuzu 
excels in speed by i " (i.e. when compared with Bolo ? but 
what about Mum ?). She then compares the 3 kinds of 
excellence, measured on this mystic scale. Janet takes 
the statement, that "Lolo makes 5 while Mimi makes z," 
to prove that "I-olo makes 3 while Mimi makes i and Zuzu 
4" (worse reasonmg than Mrs. Gamp^s), and thence con- 
cludes that "Zuzu excels m speed by ^*'1 Janet should 
have been Adeline, "mystery of mysteries!" 

The fourth set actually put Mimi at the top, arranging 
them as "Mimi, Zuzu, Lx>lo." They are Marquis and Co., 
Martreb, S. B. B. (first initial scarcely legible: may be 
meant for "J^'), and Stanza. 

The fifth set consist of An Ancient Fish and Camel. 
These ill-assorted comrades, by dint of foot and fin, have 
scrambled into the right answer, but, as their method is 
wrong, of course it counts for nothing Also An Ancient 
Fish has very ancient and fishlike ideas as to how numbers 
represent merit: she says, "Bolo gams zj on Mimi." Two 
and a half what ? Fish, fish, art thou in thy duty ? 

Of the five winners I put Balbus and The Elder 
Traveller slightly below the other three — ^Balbus for 
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defective reasoning, the other for scanty working. Baiubus 
gives two reasons for saying that addtiton of marks is not the 
right method, and then adds, '*It follows that the decision 
must be made by muUiplytng the marks together/' This is 
hardly more logical than to say, This is not Spring ; therefore 
it must be Autumn/' 


CLASS LIST 

I 

Dinah Mitk. E. B. D. L. Joram. 

II 

BaLBIJS. ThR EI-DKR XRAVBnnBR 

With regard to Knot V, I beg to express to Vis Inkrtije 
and to any others who, like her, understood the condition 
to be that every marked picture must have three marks, my 
sincere regret that the unfortunate phrase fill the columns 
with oughts and crosses" should have caused them to 
waste so much time and trouble. I can only repeat that 
a Uteral interpretation of ''fiU" would seem to me to require 
that every picture in the gallery should be marked Vis 
Inertia would have been m the First Class if she had sent 
in the solution she now offers. 


ANSWERS TO KNOT VII 

JProhlem. — Given that one glass of lemonade, 3 sand- 
wiches, and 7 biscuits, cost is. ^zd,; and that one glass of 
lemonade, 4 sandwiches, and 10 biscuits, cost is. find 

the cost of (i) a glass of lemonade, a sandwich, and a 
biscuit; and (2) 2 glasses of lemonade, 3 sandwiches, and 
5 biscuits. 

Answer. — (i) Sd ; (2) xs. yd. 

Solution. — ^This is best treated algebraically. Let x— 
the cost (m pence) of a glass of lemonade, y of a sandwich, 
and JT of a biscuit. Then we have ;^f- 4 “ 3 y+ 7 ^=i 4 , and 
x^^-i-'Xoz—xy. And we require the values of 
and of 2;v4-3y4-5^. Now, from two equations only, we 
cannot find, separately, the values of three unknowns : 
certain comhinaiians of them may, however, be found. 
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Also we know that we can, by the help of the given 
equations, eliminate 2 of the 3 unknowns from the 
quantity whose value is required, which will then contain 
one only. If, then, the required value is ascertainable 
at all, it can only be by the 3rd unknown vanishing of 
itself: otherwise the problem is impossible. 

Let us then ehminate lemonade and sandwiches, and 
reduce everything to biscuits — a state of things even 
more depressing than '‘if all the world were apple-pie'^ — 
by subtracting the ist equation from the and, which 
eliminates lemonade, and gives y+3-?=3, or y=3 — 3^; 
and then substituting this value of y in the ist, which 
gives X — 2^=5, i.e. Now if we substitute these 

values of x^ y, m the quantities whose values are required, 
the hrst becomes (5 + ^2^)+ (3 — 3^)+^, i.e. 8; and the second 
becomes 2(5 + 2^) + 3(3 — 3 ^) + i-©- ip- Hence the 

answers are (i) Sd., (2) xs, yd. 

The above is a universal method : that is, it is absolutely 
certain either to produce the answer, or to prove that no 
answer is possible. The question may also be solved by 
combming the quantities whose values are given, so as to 
form those whose values are required. This is merely a 
matter of ingenuity and good luck: and as it may fail, even 
when the thing is possible, and is of no use in proving it 
impossible, I cannot rank this method as equal m value 
wnth the other. Even when it succeeds, it may prove a 
very tedious process. Suppose the 26 competitors who 
have sent m what I may call accidental solutions, had had 
a question to deal with where every number contained 8 
or 10 digits I I suspect it would have been a case of 
"silvered is the raven hair" (see Pattence) before any 
solution would have been hit on by the most ingenious 
of them. 

Forty-five answers have come in, of which 44 give, I 
am happy to say, some sort of working, and therefore 
deserve to be mentioned by name, and to have their 
virtues, or vices as the case may be, discussed. Thirteen 
have made assumptions to which they have no nght, and 
so cannot figure m the Class List, even though, m 10 of 
the 12 cases, the answer is nght. Of the remaining 28, 
no less than 26 have sent in accidental solutions, and there- 
fore fall short of the highest honours. 

I will now discuss individual cases, taking the worst 
first, as my custom is. 

Froggy gives no working — ^at least this is all he gives* 
after stating the given equations, he says, "Therefore the 
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dijfference, i sandwich-f-3 biscuits, =3irZ then follow the 
amoniits of the nnknown bills, with no further hint as to 
how he got them. Froggy has had a very narrow escape 
of not being named at all ! 

Of those who are wrong. Vis Inkrti^e has sent in a 
piece of incorrect working. Peruse the horrid details, and 
shudder! She takes x (call it as the cost of a sand- 

wich, and concludes (rightly enough) that a biscuit will cost 

She then subtracts the second equation from the 

first, and deduces 3y + 7 X — 4y + 10 X ^ = 3. 

By making two mistakes m this Ime, she brings out 

y = 5 . Try it again, O Vis Inkrti^k ! Away with Insrxije ; 

infuse a little more Vis: and you will bring out the correct 
(though uninteresting) result, 0=0 ! This will show you 
that it IS hoi>eless to try to coax anyone of these 3 unknowns 
to reveal its separate value. The other competitor, who is 
wrong throughout, is either J. M. C. or T. M. C.: but, 
whether he be a Juvenile Mis-Calculator or a True Mathe- 
matician Confused, he makes the answers 'jd, and i^. 

He assumes, with Too Much Confidence, that biscuits were 
each, and that Clara paid for 8, though she only ate 7 » 

We will now consider the 13 whose working is wrong, 
though the answer is right: and, not to measure their 
demerits too exactly, I will take them m alphabetical order. 
Anita finds (nghtly) that sandwich and 3 biscuits cost 
3d?/' and proceeds, therefore i sandwich =:i|d?., 3 biscuits 
=i Jd?., I lemonade=6d/' Dinah Mite begins like Anita: 
and thence proves (nghtly) that a biscuit costs less than 
Id?.: whence she concludes (wrongly) that it must cost \d 
F. C. W. is so beautifully resigned to the certainty of a 
verdict of ''guilty," that I have hardly the heart to utter 
the word, without adding a " recommended to mercy owing 
to extenuating circumstances." But really, you know, 
where are the extenuating circumstances ? She begins by 
assuming that lemonade is ^d, a glass, and sandwiches 3a. 
each (makmg with the ^ given equations, four conditions 
to be fulfilled by three miserable unknowns!). And, having 
(naturally) developed this mto a contradiction, she then 
tries and 'zd. with a similar result. (N B. — Th%s process 
might have been carried on through the whole of the 
Tertiary Period, without gratif3nng one single Megatherium.) 
She then, by a "happy thought," tries halfpenny biscuits, 
and so obtains a consistent result. This may be a good 
solution, viewing the problem as a conundrum: but it 



APPENDIX 


3^7 


xs not scientjflc. Janet identifies sandwiches with biscuits ! 
''One sandwich+3 biscuits'* she makes equal to "4/' 
Four what ? Maytair makes the astounding assertion that 
the equation, 5+36—3, "'is evidently only satisfied by 

5=^, Onr> Cat believes that the assumption that 

a sandwich costs x\d. is "the only way to avoid unmanage- 
able fractions." But why avoid them ? Is there not a 
certain glow of triumph in taming such a fraction ? " Dadies 

and gentlemen, the fraction now before you is one that for 
years defied all efiorts of a refining nature: it was, m a word, 
hopelessly vulgar. Treating it as a circulating decimal (the 
treadmill of fractions) only made matters worse. As a 
last resource, I reduced it to its lowest terms, and extracted 
its square root!" Joking apart, let me thank Oli> Cat for 
some very kind words of sympathy, in reference to a 
correspondent (whose name I am happy to say I have now 
forgotten) who had found fault with me as a discourteous 
cntic. O, V. L. is beyond my comprehension. He takes 
the given equations as (x) and (2); thence, by the process 
[(2) — (i)] deduces (rightly) equation (3), viz, 5+3&=3: and 
thence again, by the process [X3] (a hopeless mystery), 
deduces 35+46=4. I have nothing to say about it: I give 
it up. Sea-Breeze says, "It is immaterial to the answer" 
(why?) "in what proportion ^d. is divided between the 
sandwich and the 3 biscuits": so she assumes 5=1 

Stanza is one of a very irregular metre. At 
first she (like Janet) identifies sandwiches with biscuits. 


She then tries two assumptions (5=1, 


b=^, and 5=£, 
3 2 


= 5 ), and (naturally) ends in contradictions. Then she 
6 


returns to the first assumption, and finds the 3 unknowns 
separately: quod est ahsurdum. Stiletto identifies sand- 
wiches and biscuits, as "articles." Is the word ever used 
by confectioners? I fancied, "What is the next article, 
ma'am?" was limited to Imendrapers. Two Sisters first 
assume that biscuits are a a penny, and then that they are 
2 a penny, adding that *^the answer will of course be the 
same in both cases." It is a dreamy remark, makmg one 
feel something like Macbeth grasping at the spectral dagger, 
"Is this a statement that I see before me?" If you were 
to say, "We both walked the same way this morning," 
and 1 were to say, One of you walked the same way, but 
the other didn't," which of the three would be the most 
hopelessly confused? Turtle Pyaxe (what ts a Turtle 
Pyate, please ?) and Old Crow, who send a jomt answer. 
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and Y- Y-, adopt the same method- Y, Y. gets the equa- 
tion and then says, ''This sum must be appor- 

tioned in one of the three following ways/* It may be, 
I grant you: but Y. Y. do you say "must"? I fear it is 
posstble for Y. Y. to be two Y's. The other two conspirators 
are less positive: they say it "can" be so divided: but they 
add "either of the three prices being right"! This is bad 
grammar and bad arithmetic at once, O mysterious birds ! 

Of those who win honours, Thb Shetland Snark must 
have the Third Class all to himself. He has only answered 
half the question, viz- the amount of Clara's luncheon: the 
two little old ladies he pitilessly leaves in the midst of 
their **diffi.culty/* I beg to assure him (with thanks for 
his friendly remarks) that entrance-fees and subscriptions 
are things unknown in that most economical of clubs, 
"The Knot-Untiers." 

The authors of the z6 "accidental" solutions difier only 
m the number of steps they have taken between the data 
and the answers. In order to do them full justice I have 
arranged the Second Class in sections, according to the 
number of steps. The two Kings are fearfully deliberate! 
I suppose waling quick, or taking short cuts, is inconsistent 
with kingly dignity: but really, m reading Theseus* solu- 
tion, one almost fancied he was "marking time/* and making 
no advance at all! The other King will, I hope, pardon 
me for having altered "Coal** mto "Cole/* King Coilus, 
or Coil, seems to have reigned soon after Arthur's time, 
Henry of Huntingdon identifies him with the King Coel 
who first built walls round Colchester, which was named 
after him. In the Chromcle of Robert of Gloucester we 
read: 

Aftur Kyng Aruirag, of warn we habbeth y told, 

Marius ys sone was kyng, quoyute mon <fe bold- 
And ys sone was aftur h3rm, Co^l was ys name, 

Bothe it were quo3rnte men, & of noble fame, 

Balbus lays it down as a general principle that "m 
order to ascertain the cost of any one luncheon, it must 
come to the same amount upon two different assumptions/* 
{Query. Should not "it** be "we" ? Otherwise the luncheon 
IS represented as wishing to ascertain its own cost!) He 
then makes two assumptions — one, that sandwiches cost 
nothing; the other, that biscuits cost nothing (either 
arrangement would lead to the shop being inconveniently 
crowded!) — and brings out the unloiown luncheons as Sd. 
and 19^2, on each assumption. He then concludes that 
this agreement of results "shows that the answers are 
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correct/' Now I propose to disprove his general law by 
simply giving one instance of its failing. One instance is 
<|uite enough. In logical language, in order to disprove a 
universal a£&rmative," it is enough to prove its contra 
dictory, which is a particular negative/' (I must pause 
for a digression on Logic, and especially on Ladies' Logic. 
The universal affirmative, ‘‘Everybody says he's a duck/' 
IS crashed instantly by proving the particular negative, 
‘'Peter says he's a goose," which is equivalent to, “Peter 
does not say he's a duck." And the universal negative, 
“Nobody calls on her," is well met by the particular 
affirmative, " J called yesterday/' In short, either of two 
contradictories disproves the other: and the moral is that, 
since a particular proposition is much more easily proved 
than a universal one, it is the wisest course, in arguing with 
a lady, to limit one's own assertions to “particulars," and 
leave her to prove the “universal" contradictory, if she 
can. You will thus generally secure a logical victory; a 
practical victory is not to be hoped for, since she can always 
fall back upon the crushing remark, **That has nothing to 
do with it ! " — move for which Man has not yet discovered 
any satisfactory answer. Now let us return to Barbus.) 
Here is my “particular negative," on which to test his 
rule. Suppose the two recorded luncheons to have been 
“2 buns, one queen-cake, 2 sausage rolls, and a bottle of 
Zoedone; total, one-and-mnepence," and “one bun, 12 
queen -cakes, a sausage-roll, and a bottle of Zoedone : total, 
one-and-fourpence/' And suppose Clara's unknown 
luncheon to have been “3 buns, one queen -cake, one 
sausage-roU, and 2 bottles of Zoedone"; while the two 
little sisters had been mdulging m “8 buns, 4 queen -cakes, 
2 sausage-rolls, and 6 bottles of Zoedone." (Poor souls, 
how thirsty they must have been!) If Balbtjs will kindly 
try this by his principle of “ two assumptions," first assuming 
that a bun is xd. and a queen-cake 2,d. and then that a 
bun is and a queen-cake 3^., he will bring out the other 
two luncheons, on each assumption, as “ one-and-ninepence " 
and “ four-and-tenpence " respectively, which harmony of 
results, he will say, “shows that the answers are correct/' 
And yet, as a matter of fact, the buns were ^d. each, the 
queen-cakes 3d , the sausage-rolls 6 d , and the Zoedone 
a bottle; so that Clara's third luncheon had cost one- 
and-sevenpence, and her thirsty friends had , spent four- 
and-fourpence ! 

Another remark of Balbxjs I will quote and discuss: for 
I think that it also may yield a moral for some of my 
readers. He says, “It is the same thing m substance 
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wlietiier in solving this problem we use words and call it 
anthmetic, or use letters and signs and call it algebra/' 
Now this does not appear to me a correct description of 
the two methods : the arithmetical method is that of 
'^synthesis" only; it goes from one known fact to another, 
till it reaches its goal: whereas the algebraical method is 
that of analysis'': it begins with the goal, symbolically 
represented, and so goes backwards, dragging its veiled 
victim with it, till It has reached the full daylight of known 
facts, in which it can tear oflf the veil and say, '' I know you ! " 

Take an illustration. Your house has been broken into 
and robbed, and you appeal to the policeman who was on 
duty that night, ''Well, mum, I did see a chap getting 
out over your garden wail: but I was a good bit ofi, so 
I didn't chase him, like. I just cut down the short way 
to the 'Chequers,' and who should I meet but Bill Sykes, 
coming full split round the comer. So I just ups and 
says," ^Mv lad, you're wanted.' That's all I says. And 
he says, go along quiet, Bobby,' he says, 'without the 
darbies,' he says," There's your Arithmetical policeman. 
Now try the other method. *^'1 seed somebody a running, 
but he was well gone or ever I got mgh the place. So 
I just took a look round in the garden. And I noticed the 
footmarks, where the chap had come right across your 
flower-beds. They was good big footmarks sure-ly. And 
I noticed as the left foot went down at the heel, ever so 
much deeper than the other. And I says to myself, 'The 
chap's been a big hulking chap: and he goes lame on his 
left foot.' And I rubs my hand on the wall where he got 
over, and there was soot on it, and no mistake. So I says 
to myself, 'Now where can I light on a big man, in the 
chimbley-sweep line, what's lame of one foot?' And 
I flashes up permiscuous: and I says, 'It's Bill Sykes!' 
says I." There is your Algebratcal policeman — a higher 
intellectual type, to my thinking, than the other. 

Little Jack's solution calls for a word of praise, as 
he has written out what really is an algebraical proof in 
words, without representing any of his facts as equations. 
If it is all his own, he will make a good algebraist in the 
time to come. I beg to thank Simple Susaist for some kind 
words of sympathy, to the same eflect as those received 
from Olo Cat. 

Hbcla and Martreb are the only two who have used a 
method cevtatn either to produce the answer, or else to 
prove it impossible: so they must share between them 
the highest honours. 
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CLASS LIST 


Hecla. 


§ I (2 steps) 
Adelaide. 

Clifton C. . . . 

E. K. C. 

Guy. 

LTnconnu. 

Little J ack. 

Nil Desperandum. 
Simple Susan. 
Yellow-Hammer. 
Woolly One. 


§ 2 (3 steps) 

A. A. 

A Christmas Carol. 
Afternoon Tea. 

An Appreciative 
Schoolma’am. 
Baby. 

Balbus. 


I 

Martreb. 

II 

§ 2 (3 steps) — continued 

Bog-Oak. 

The Red Queen, 
Wall-Flower. 

§ 3 (4 steps). 

Hawthorn- 

Joram. 

S. S, G. 

§ 4 (5 steps) 

A Stepistey Coach, 

§ 5 (6 sups). 

Bay Laurel. 

Bradshaw of the Future. 

§ 6 (9 sUps) 

Old King Cole. 

§ 7 (14 steps) 

Theseus. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS 

I have received several letters on the subjects of Knots II 
and VI, which lead me to think some further explanation 
desirable, 

In Knot II, I had intended the numbering of the houses 
to begin at one comer of the Square, and this was assumed 
by most, if not all, of the competitors. Troj anus, however, 
says, ** Assuming, in default of any information, that the 
street enters the square m the middle of each side, it may 
be supposed that ihe numbering begins at a street*" But 
surely the other is the more natural assumption ? 

Tri Knot VI, the first Problem was, of course, a mere 
feu de mots, whose presence I thought excusable in a senes 
of Problems whose aim is to entertai n rather than to 
instruct: but it has not escaped the contemptuous criticisms 
of two of my correspondents, who seem to think that 
Apollo is m duty bound to keep his bow always on tbc 
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stretch. Neither of them has guessed it: and this is true 
human nature. Only the other day — ^the 31st of September, 
to be quite exact — I met my old fnend Brown, and gave 
him a nddle I had just heard. With one great e:ffort of 
his colossal mind. Brown guessed it. " Bight said I. 
'‘Ah," said he, “it's very neat — ^very neat. And it isn't 
an answer that would occur to everybody. Very neat 
indeed." A few yards farther on, I fell m with Smith, and 
to him I propounded the same riddle. He frowned over it 
for a minute, and then gave it up. Meekly I faltered out 
the answer. “A poor thing, sir!" Smith growled, as he 
turned away. “A very poor thing! I wonder you care 
to repeat such rubbish!" Vet Smith's mind is, if possible, 
even more colossal than Brown's. 

The second Problem of Knot VI is an example in ordinary 
Double Rule of Three, whose essential feature is that the 
result depends on the variation of several elements, which 
are so related to it that, if all but one be constant, it vanes 
as that one ; hence, if none be constant, it varies as their pro- 
duct, Thus, for example, the cubical contents of a rectangular 
tank vary as its length, if breadth and depth be constant, 
and so on; hence, if none be constant, it varies as the 
product of the leng&, breadth, and depth. 

When the result is not thus connected with the varying 
elements, the problem ceases to be Double Rule of Three 
and often becomes one of great complexity. 

To illustrate this, let us take two candidates for a prize, 
A and B, who are to compete in French, German, and 
Italian: 

{a) Let it be laid down that the result is to depend on 
their relattve knowledge of each subject, so that, whether 
their marks, for French, be “ i, 2" or “ 100, 200," the result 
will be the same: and let it also be laid down that, if they 
get equal marks on 2 papers, the final marks are to have 
the same ratio as those of the 3rd paper. This is a case of 
ordinary Double Rule of Three. We multiply A^s s marks 
together, and do the same for B, Note that, if A gets a 
single “o," his final mark is “o," even if he gets full marks 
for 2 papers while B gets only one mark for each paper. 
This of course would be very unfair on A, though a correct 
solution under the given conditions. 

(6) The result is to depend, as before, on relative know- 
ledge; but French is to have twice as much weight as 
German or Italian. This is an unusual form of question. 
I should be inclined to say, “The resulting ratio is to be 
nearer to the French ratio than if we multiplied as in (a), 
and so much nearer that it would be necessary to use the 
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other multipliers twice to produce the same result as m (a) " : 
e.g. if the French ratio were and the others f , I, so that 
the ultimate ratio, by method (a), would be ^5., I should 
multiply instead by f, giving the result, which is 
nearer to ^ than if he had used method (a). 

(c) The result is to depend on actual amount of knowledge 
of the 3 subjects collectively. Here we have to ask two 
questions- (i) What is to be the '^unit*' (i.e. ‘'standard to 
measure by") in each subject? (2) Are these units to be 
of equal, or unequal value? The usual "unit" is the 
knowledge shown by answering the whole paper correctly; 
calling this "100," all lower amounts are represented by 
numbers between "o" and "100." Then, if these umts 
are to be of equal value, we simply add A's $ marks together, 
and do the same for B. 

(d) The conditions are the same as (47), but French is to 
have double weight. Here we simply double the French 
marks, and add as before. 

(e) French is to have such weight, that, if other marks 
be equal, the ultimate ratio is to be that of the French 
paper, so that a "o" m this would swamp the candidate: 
but the other two subjects are only to ajSect the result 
collectively, by the amount of knowledge shown, the two 
being reckoned of equal value. Here I should add A*s 
German and Italian marks together, and multiply by his 
French mark. 

But I need not go on: the problem may evidently be 
set with many vaaymg conditions, each requiring its own 
method of solution. The Problem m Knot VI was meant 
to belong to variety (a), and to make this clear, I inserted 
the following passage : 

"Usually the competitors differ m one point only. Thus, 
last year, Fifi. and Gogo made the same number of scarves in 
the trial week, and they were equally light; but Fiff's were 
twice as warm as Gogo's, and she was pronounced twice 
as good." 

What I have said will suffice, I hope, as an answer to 
Balbijs, who holds that (a) and (c) are the only possible 
varieties of the problem, and that to say, "We cannot use 
addition, therefore we must be intended to use multiphca- 
tion," is "no more illogical than, from knowledge that one 
was not bom in the night, to infer that he was bom in the 
daytime"; and also to Fifeb, who says, "I think a little 
more consideration will show you that our ' error of adding 
the proportional numbers together for each candidate 
instead of multiplying* is no error at all." Why, even if 
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addition had been the right method to use, not one of the 
writers (I speak from memory) showed any consciousness 
of the necessity of fixing a ''unit'' for each subject. "ISTo 
error at all" I They were positively steeped in error! 

One correspondent (I do not name him, as the communi- 
cation is not quite friendly in tone) writes thus: "I wish to 
add, very respectfully, that I think it would be in better 
taste if you were to abstain from the very trenchant 
expressions which you are accustomed, to indulge in when 
criticising the answer. That such a tone must not be" 
("be not" ?) "agreeable to the persons concerned who have 
made mistakes may possibly have no great weight with 
you, but I hope you wall feel that it would be as well not 
to employ it, unless you are qu%te certain of he%ng correct 
yourself " The only instances the writer gives of the 
" trenchant expressions" are "hapless" and "malefactors." 
I beg to assure him (and any others who may need the 
assurance: I trust there are none) that all such words have 
been used in jest, and with no idea that they could possibly 
annoy anyone, and that I sincerely regret any annoyance 
I may have thus inadvertently given. May I hope that 
in future they will recognise the distinction between severe 
language used in sober earnest, and the "words of unmeant 
bitterness," which Colendge has alluded to in that lovely 
passage beginning, "A little child, a hmber elf"? If the 
writer will refer to that passage, or to the Preface to JFire^ 
JFarmne, and Slaughter, he will find the distinction, for 
which I plead, far better drawm out than I could hope to 
do m any words of mine. 

The writer's insinuation that I care not how much 
annoyance I give to my readers I think it best to pass over 
in silence; but to his concluding remark I must entirely 
demur. I hold that to use language likely to annoy any 
of my correspondents would not be in the least justified 
by the plea that I was "quite certain of being correct." 
I trust that the knot-un tiers and I are not on such terms 
as those! 

I beg to thank O. P, for the ofier of a puzzle — which, 
however, is too like the old one, "Make four p's into loo." 
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ANSWERS TO KNOT VIIT 
§ I* The Pros 

Problem . — Place twenty-fonr pigs in four sties so that, 
as yon go round and round, you may always find the number 
in each sty nearer to ten than the number in the last. 

Answer . — Place 8 pigs m the first sty, lo in the second, 
nothing m the third, and 6 in the fourth: lo is nearer ten 
than 8; nothing is nearer ten than lo; 6 is neaxer ten than 
nothmg; and 8 is nearer ten than 6. 

This problem is noticed by only two correspondents 
Bai-bxjs says, ''It certainly cannot be solved mathematic- 
ally, nor do I see how to solve it by any verbal quibble.'" 
Nolens Volens makes Her Radiancy change the direction 
of going round; and even then is obhged to add “the pig 
must be carried m front of her “I 


§ a. The Grxjrmstipths 

Problem . — Omnibuses start from a certain point, both 
ways, every 15 minutes. A traveller, starting on foot 
along with one of them, meets one m 12 J minutes: when 
will he be overtaken by one ? 

Answer . — In minutes. 


Solution . — ^Let “a“ be the distance an omnibus goes 
m 15 minutes, and the distance from the starting-point 
to where the traveller is overtaken. Smee the omnibus 
met IS due at the startmg-point m 2^ minutes, it goes in 
that time as far as the traveller walks m izj; i.e. it goes 
5 times as fast. Now the overtaking omnibus is 
behind the traveller when he starts, and therefore goes 
while he goes Hence i-e* 4X=:a, 

and - This distance would be traversed by an omni- 

4 


I ^ * 15 

bus ia — minutes, and therefore by the traveller m 5 X • 
4 . . 4 

Hence he is overtaken in i8f minutes after starting, i.e. m 


JL XJ.v;::' xus w v *** a........... m 

6i minutes after meeting the omnibus. 

Four answers have been received, of which two are 
wrong. Dinah Mite rightly states that the overtaking 
omnibus reached the point where they met the other 
omnibus 5 minutes after they left, but wrongly cor- 
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that, going 5 times as fast, it would overtake them m 
another minute. The travellers are 5 minutes' walk ahead 
of the omnibus, and must walk J of this distance farther 
before the omnibus overtakes them, which ■will be ^ of the 
distance -traversed by the omnibus in the same time : this 
■will require minutes more. Nolens Volens tries it 
by a process hke “Achilles and the Tortoise." He rightly 
s-^tes that, when the overtaking omnibus leaves the gate, 
the travellers are of “a" ahead, and -that it will -take the 
omnibus 3 minutes to traverse this dis-tance; “during 
which time" the travellers, he tells us, go of “a" (this 
should be ^). The travellers being now of “o" ahead, 
he concludes that the work remaining to be done is for the 
travellers to go of ”a,” while the omnibus goes 
The princtple is correct, and imght have been apphed earlier. 


CLASS LIST 

I 

Balbtjs. Delta. 


ANSWERS TO KNOT IX 
§ I. The B-ockets 

Problem . — Lardner states that a solid, immersed in a 
fluid, displaces an amount equal to i-fcself in bulk. How 
can -this be true of a small bucket floa-ting in a larger one ? 

Solution . — ^Lardner means, by “displaces," “occupies a 
space which might be filled with water without any change 
in the surroundings." If -the portion of the floa-ting bucket, 
which is above -the water, could be annihilated, and the 
rest of it transformed into water, -the surrounding water 
would not change its position: which agrees -with Lardner’s 
s-tatement. 

Five answers have been received, none of which explains 
the difficulty arismg from the well-known fact that a 
fioa-ting body is the same weight as the displaced fluid 
Hecla says that, “ Only that portion of the smaller bucket 
which descends below the original level of the water ean be 
properly said to be immersed, and only an equal bulk of 
water is displaced.” Hence, accordmg to Hecla, a solid 
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wnose weignt was eq^wal to that of an equal bulk of water, 
would not float till the whole of it was below '"the original 
level'' of the water: but, as a matter of fact, it would float 
as soon as it was all under water. Magpie says the fallacy 
IS '"the assumption that one body can displace another 
from a place where it isn't," and -^at Lardner's assertion 
is incorrect, except when the containing vessel "was 
originally full to the brim." Hut the question of floating 
depends on the present state of thi n gs, not on past history. 
Oed Kino Coee takes the same view as Hecla. Tvm- 
PANijM and ViNDEX assume that "displaced" means 
"raised above its original level," and merely explain how 
it comes to pass that the water, so raised, is less m bulk 
than the immersed portion of bucket, and thus land them- 
selves — or rather set themselves floating — ^in the same boat 
as Hecla. 

I regret that there is no Class Eist to publish for this 
Problem. 


§ 2. Baebus's Essay 

Prohlem . — ^Balbus states that if a certain sohd be im- 
mersed in a certain vessel of water, the water will nse 
through a series of distances, two inches, one inch, half 
an inch, etc , which senes has no end. He concludes that 
the water will rise without limit- Is this true ? 

Solutton. — ^No- This senes can never reach 4 inches, 
since, however many terms we take, we are always short 
of 4 inches by an amount equal to the last term taken. 

Three answers have been received — ^but only two seem 
to me worthy of honours. 

Tympanum says that the statement about the stick ""is 
merely a bhnd, to which the old answer may well be 
apphed, solv^tur amhulando, or rather mergendoJ* I trust 
Tympanum will not test this in his own person, by taking 
the place of the man in Balbus's Essay! He would 
infallibly be drowned . 

Olu Kino Coue nghtly points out that the series, a, i, 
etc., is a decreasing geometrical progression: while Vinuex 
nghtly identifies the fallacy as that of "‘Achilles and the 
Tortoise." 


CLASS LIST 

I 


Old King Cole. 


ViNDBX. 
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§ 3, The Garben 

JRrohlem. — Axi oblong garden, half a yard longer than 
wide, consists entirely of a gravel walk, spirally arranged, 
a yard wide and 3630 yards long Find the dimensions 
of the garden. 

Answer. — 60, 60 J. 

Solutton . — The number of yards and fractions of a yard 
traversed in walking along a straight piece of walk, is 
evidently the same as the number of square yards and frac- 
tions of a square yard, contained in that piece of walk: 
and the distance, traversed in passing through a square 
yard at a comer, is evidently a yard. Hence the area of 
the garden is 3630 square yards: i.e. if x be the width, 
^)= 3 630. Solving this quadratic, we find x= 6 o, 
Iience the dimensions are 60, 60 

Twelve answers have been received — seven right and five 
wrong* 

C. G. L., Nabob, Onn Crow, and Tvmpanijm assume 
that the number of yards in the length of the path is equal 
to the number of square yards in the garden. This is 
tme, but should have been proved. But each is guilty 
of darker deeds. C. G. L.'s ''working^' consists of dividing 
3630 by 60, Whence came this divisor, O Segiel ? Divina- 
tion ? Or was it a dream > I fear this solution is wor& 
nothing. Olo Crow's is shorter, and so (if possible) worth 
rather less. He says the answer *"is at once seen to be 
6ox6o|^"! Nabob's calculation is short, but "as nch as 
a Nabob" in error He says that the square root of 3630, 
multiplied by 2, equals the length plus Ihe breadth. That 
is 6025X2=120^. His first assertion is only true of a 
square garden. His second is irrelevant, since 6o'25 is 
not the square root of 3630 1 Nay, Bob, this will not do! 
Tvmpantjm says that, by extracting the square root of 

3630, we get 60 yards with a remainder of , or half a yard, 

which we add so as to make the oblong 6ox6o|. This is 
very terrible: but worse remains behind. Tympanum 
proceeds thus: "But why should there be the half -yard at 
all? Because without it there would be no space at all 
for flowers. By means of it, we find reserved in the very 
centre a small plot of ground, two yards long by half a 
yard wide, the only space not occupied by walk." But 
Balbus expressly said that the walk "used up the whole 
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of the area/' O Tympanum! My tympa is exhausted: 
my brain is num ! I can say no more. 

Hecla indulges, again and again, in that most fatal of 
all habits in computation — ^the making two mistakes which 
cancel each other. She takes x as the width of the garden, 
m yards, and as its length, and makes her first "coil" 

the sum of x — x — x — i, x — i, i.e. 4^ — 3: but the 
fourth term should be x — ij, so that her first coil is a 
yard too long. Her second coil is the sum of x — aj, x — 2 J, 
4f~3, X — 3: here the first term should be x — 2 and the last 
X — 3i: these two mistakes cancel, and this coil is therefore 
right. And the same thing is true of every other coil but 
the last, which needs an extra half yard to reach the end 
of the path: and this exactly balances the mistake in the 
first coil. Thus the sum total of the coils comes right 
though the working is all wrong. 

Of the seven who are right, Dinah Mite, Janet, Magpie, 
and Taffy make the same assumption as C. G. L. and Co. 
They then solve by a quadratic. Magpie also tries it by 
arithmetical progression, but fails to notice that the first 
and last "coils" have special values. 

Aeumnus Etonje attempts to prove what C. G. D. 
assumes by a particular mstence, taking a garden 6 by 5J-. 
Pie ought to have proved it generally: what is true of one 
number is not always true of others. Om King Colb 
solves it by an arithmetical progression. It is right, but 
too lengthy to be worth as much as a quadratic. 

ViNDEX proves it very neatly, by pointing out that a 
yard of walk measured along the middle represents a 
square yard of garden, "whether we consider the straight 
stretches of walk or the square yards at the angles, in which 
the middle line goes half a yard in one direcbon and then 
turns a nght angle and goes half a yard in another direction." 


CLASS LIST 

I 

ViNOEX 

II 

Alumnus Exon®. Old King Cole. 


Dinah Mite. 
Janet. 


m 


Magpie. 

Taffy. 
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ANSWERS TO KNOT X 
§ I. Thb Chbi-sea Pensioners 

F^rohlem, — If 70 per cent have lost an eye, 75 per cent 
an ear, 80 per cent and arm, 85 per cent a leg: what per- 
centage, at least, must have lost all four ? 

Answer. — ^Ten. 

SoluHon. — (I adopt that of Polar Star, as being better 
than my orwn.) Addmg the wounds together, we get 
70+75+50+35=310, among 100 men; which gives 3 to 
each, and 4 to 10 men. Therefore the least percentage is 10, 

Nineteen answers have been received. One is '* 5 /" but, 
as no working is given with it, it must, in accordance with 
the rule, remain **a deed without a name.'* Janet makes 
it '*35-1^-'' I am sorry she has misunderstood the question, 
and has supposed that those who had lost an ear were 75 
per cent of those who had lost an eye; and so on. Of course, 
on this supposition, the percentages must all be multiplied 
together. This she has done correctly, but I can give her 
no honours, as I do not think the question will fairly bear 
her interpretation. Three Score ani> Ten makes it 
i9f." Her solution has given me — I will not say “many 
anxious days and sleepless nights," for I wish to be strictly 
truthful, but — some teouble m making any sense at all of 
It. She makes the number of “pensioners wounded once" 
to be 310 (“per cent," I suppose!): dividing by 4, she gets 
77 J as “average percentage": again dividing by 4, she 
ge-fe xg§ as “percentage wounded four times." Does she 
suppose wounds of diEerent kinds to “absorb" each other, 
so to speak? Then, no doubt, the data are equivalent to 
77 pensioners with one wound each, and a half-pensioner 
with a half-wound. And does she then suppose these 
concentrated wounds to be transferable, so that f of these 
unfortunates can obtain perfect health by handing over 
their wounds to the remaining J? Granting these sup- 
positions, her answer is right; or rather, %f the question 
had been, “A road is covered with one mch of gravel, 
along 77^ per cent of it. How much of it could be covered 
4 inches deep with the same material ? " her answer would 
have been right. But alas, that wasn*t the question! 
Delta makes some most amazing assumptions: “let every 
one who has not lost an eye have lost an ear," “ let every one 
who has not lost both eyes and ears have lost an arm." 
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Her ideas of a battlefield are grim mdeed. Fancy a 
warrior wlio would continue fighting after losing both eyes, 
both ears, and both arms! This is a case which she (or 
?) evidently considers possible. 

Next come eight writers who have made the unwarrant- 
able assumption that, because 70 per cent have lost an 
eye, therefore 30 per cent have not lost one, so that they 
have both eyes. This is illogical. If you give me a bag 
containing 100 sovereigns, and if in an hour I come to you 
(my face not beaming with gratitude nearly so much as 
when I received the bag) to say, *'1 am sorry to tell you 
that 70 of these sovereigns are bad,'' do I thereby guarantee 
the other 30 to be good ? Perhaps I have not tested them 
yet. The sides of this illogical octagon are as follows, in 
alphabetical order: Aloer^ston Pray, Dustah Mite, G. S. C., 
Janb E., J. D. W., Magpie (who makes the delightful 
remark, "Therefore 90 per cent have two of something," 
recallmg to one's memory that fortunate monarch, with 
whom Xerxes was so much pleased that "he gave him ten 
of everything"!), S. S. G-, and Tokio. 

Bradshaw of the Futdre and T, R. do the question 
m a piecemeal fashion — on the principle that the 70 per 
cent and the 75 per cent, though commenced at opposite 
ends of the 100, must overlap by at least 45 per cent; and 
so on. This is quite correct working, but not, I think, 
quite the best way of doing it. 

The other five competitors will, I hope, feel themselves 
sufS.ciently glorified by being placed m the first ct^s, 
without my composing a Triumphal Ode for each! 


Old Cat. 
Old Hen. 


CLASS LIST 

I 

Polar Star. 
Simple Susan 

White Sugar. 


II 

Bradshaw of the Future. 

III 

Algernon Bray. 

Dinah Mite. 

G. S C. 

Jane E. 


T, R 


J. D. W 
Magpie. 
S. S. G 
Tokio. 
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g 2- Chanoe of Day 

I must postpone, sine die, tb.e geographical problem — 
partly because I have not yet received the statistics I am 
hoping for, and partly because I am myself so entirely 
puzzled by it; and when an examiner is himself dimly 
hovenng between a second clsiss and a third how is he to 
decide the position of others ? 


§ 3. Thk Sons* Agbs 

I^roblem, — At first, two of the ages are together equal 
to the third. A few years afterwards, two of them are 
together double of the third. When the number of years 
since the first occasion is two-thirds of the sum of the ages 
on that occasion, one age is 21. What are the other two ? 

Answer. — 15 and 18. 

Solution . — Let the ages at first be x, y, Now, if 

a-\-h—izo, then (a — w)+(& — n)=:i{c — n), whatever be the 
value of n. Hence the second relationship, if ever true, 
was always true. Hence it was true at first. But it cannot 
be true that x and y are together double of {x-{-y). Hence 
it must be true of {x-\^y), together with x or y; and it does 
not matter which we take. We assume, then, (Ar-j-yl+A? 
=2y; i.e. y='zx. Hence the three ages were, at first, 
AT, 2Ar, 3A?; and the number of years since that time is two- 
thirds of 6x, i.e. is ^x. Hence ihe present ages are ^x, 6x, jx. 
The ages are clearly tniegers, since this is only '^the year 
when one of my sons comes of age.** Hence jx=a,x, a?= 3, 
and the other ages are 15, 18. 

Eighteen answers have been received. One of the 
writers merely asserts that the first occasion was 12 years 
ago, that the ages were then 9, 6, and 3; and that on the 
second occasion they were 14, it, and 8^ As a Homan 
father, I ought to withhold the name of the rash writer; 
but respect for age makes me break the rule: it is Thrbe 
S coRK AND Ten. Jane E. also asserts that the ages at 
first were 9, 6, 3: then she calculates the present ages, 
leaving the second occasion unnoticed. Old Hen is nearly 
as bad; she ‘'tried various numbers till I found one that 
fitted all the conditions**; but merely scratching up the 
earth, and pecking about, is not the way to solve a problem, 
O venerable bird ! And close after Old Hen prowls, with 
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hungry eyes, Onr? Cat, who calmly assumes, to begin with, 
that the son who comes of age is the eldest. Eat your bird. 
Puss, for you will get nothing from me! 

There are yet two zeroes to dispose of. MmEJRVA 
assumes that, on every occasion, a son comes of age; and 
that it is only such a son who is tipped with gold.*^ Is 
it wise thus to mterpret, '*Now, my boys, calculate your 
ages, and you shall have the money"'? Bradshaw of 
thf Future says 'Tet"" the ages at first be 9, 6, 3, then 
assumes that the second occasion was 6 years afterwards, 
and on tliese baseless assumptions brings out the right 
answers Guide future travellers, an thou wilt; thou 
art no Bradshaw for thts Age! 

Of those who win honours, the merely ''honourable" 
are two. Dihah Mite ascertains (rightly) the relationship 
between the three ages at first, but then assumes one of 
them to be "6," thus making the rest of her solution 
tentative. M. F. C. does the algebra all right up to the 
conclusion that the present ages are ^z, 6 z, and 7^; it then 
assumes, without givmg any reason, that 

Of the more honourable. Delta attempts a novelty — 
to discover wh%ch son comes of age by ehmmation ; it 
assumes, successively, that it is the middle one, and that 
it is the youngest; and in each case it apparently brings 
out an absurdity. Still, as the proof contains the following 
bit of algebra, "63=7^^+ 43;; zi— of y," I trust 

it will admjt that its proof is not qmte conclusive. The 
rest of its work is good. Maopie betrays the deplorable 
tendency of her tribe — ^to appropriate any stray conclusion 
she comes across, without havmg any strict logical right to it. 
Assuming A, B, C, as the ages at first, and JE as the number 
of the years that have elapsed since then, she finds (rightly) 
the 3 equations, aA=B, C—B-j-A^ D=^B. She then 
says, "Supposing that A—x, then C=3, and Z>=4. 

Therefore for A, B, C, JD, four numbers are wanted which 
shall be to each other as i : ^2 : 3 : 4." It is m the 
"therefore" that I detect the unconscientiousness of this 
bird. The conclusion ts true, but this is only because the 
equations are "homogeneous" (i.e. having one "unknown" 
m each term), a fact which I strongly suspect had not been 
grasped — I beg pardon, clawed — by her. Were I to lay 
this little pitlall, "-^ + i=F, B+i=C; supposing A—x^ 
then B=z, and 0=3. Therefore iox A, B, C, three numbers 
are wanted which shall be to one another as i : 2 : 3," 
would you not fiutter down mto it, O Magpie! as amiably 
as a Dove ? Simple Susan is anything but simple to me 
After ascertaiiung that the 3 ages at first are as 3 ; z : x, 
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she says, ''Then, as two-thirds of their sum, added to one 
of them, =^x, the sum cannot exceed 30, and consequently 
the highest cannot exceed 15/' I suppose her (mental) 
argument is something like this: ''Two-thirds of sum, 
+one age, =ai; /. sum, + 3 halves of one age, = 31J 
But 3 halves of one age cannot be less than i J (here I per- 
ceive that Simple Susan would on no account present a 
guinea to a new-born baby!) hence the sum cannot exceed 
30/' This is mgenious, but her proof, after that, is (as she 
candidly adnuts) "clumsy and roundabout." She finds 
that there are 5 possible sets of ages, and eliminates four 
of them. Suppose that, instead of 5, there had been 
5 milhon possible sets ? Would Simple Susan have 
courageously ordered in the necessary gallon of ink and 
ream of paper? 

The solution sent in by C. R. is, like that of Simple 
Susan, partly tentative, and so does not nse higher than 
being Clumsily Right. 

Among those who have earned the highest honours, 
Alqernon Brav solves the problem quite correctly, but 
adds that there is nothing to exclude the supposition that 
all the ages fracHonal, This would make the number 

of answers mfimte. Let me meekly protest that I never 
mtended my readers to devote the rest of their lives to 
writing out answers! E. M. Rix points out that, if frac- 
tional ages be admissible, any one of the three sons might 
be the one "come of age"; but she rightly rejects this 
supposition on the ground that it would make the problem 
indeterminate. White Sugar is the only one who has 
detected an oversight of mine: I had forgotten the possi- 
bihty (which of course ought to be allowed for) that the 
son, who came of age that year, need not have done so by 
that day, so that he might be only zo. This gives a second 
solution, viz. zo, Z4, 28. Well said, pure Crystal! Venly, 
thy "fair discourse hath been as sugar"! 
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II 

C. R. Magpie. 

Delta. Simple Susan. 


Dinah Mite. M. F. C. 

I have received more than one remonstrance on my 
assertion, in the Chelsea Pensioners’ problem, that it 
was illogical to assume, from the datum, “ 70 per cent have 
lost an eye,” that 30 per cent have not. Algernon Bray 
states, as a parallel case, ” Suppose Tommy’s father gives 
him 4 apples, and he eats one of them, how many has he 
left?" and says, “I think we are justified in answering, 3.” 
I think so too. There is no "must” here, and data are 
evidently meant to fix the answer exactly, but, if the 

? uestion were set me, "How many must he have left?" 

should understand the data to be that his father gave 
him 4 at least, but may have given him more. 

I take this opportumty of thanking those who have sent, 
along with their answers to the Tenth Knot, regrets that 
there are no more Knots to come, or petitions that I should 
recall my resolution to bring them to an end. I am most 
grateful for their kmd words ; but I think it wisest to end 
what, at best, was but a lame attempt. "The stretched 
metre of an antique song” is beyond my compass; and my 
puppets were neither distinctly ^n my hie (like those I now 
address), nor yet (hke Ahce and the Mock Turtle) distmctly 
out of it. Yet let me at least fancy, as I lay down the pen, 
that I carry with me into my silent life, dear reader, a 
farewell smile from your unseen face, and a kindly farewell 
pressure from your unfelt hand! And so, good night' 
Parting is such sweet sorrow, that I shall say "good night ' ” 
till it be morrow. 


THE END 




